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PREFA.CE. 

I 

i iREPIUSTED FROM TUB FJRST EDITIOK.} 
r — — / 


Mb. Cablyle expressed a desire in his will that of him 
no biography should be written. I find the same reluc- 
tance in his Journal. No one, he said, was likely to 
understand a history, the secret of which was unknown 
to his closest friends. He hoped that his wishes would 
be resnected. 

’’ to take the place of a biography of himself, 
and partly for other reasons, he collected the letters of 
his wife — letters which covered the whole period of his 
life in London to the date of her death, when his own 
active work was finished. He prepared them for pub- 
lication, adding notes and introductory explanations, as 
the last sacred duty which remained to him in the 
world. He intended it as a monument to a character 
of extreme beauty ; while it would tell the public as 
much about himself as it could reasonably expect to 
learn. 

These letters he placed in my hands eleven years ago, 
^With materials for an Introduction which he was him- 
self unable to complete. He could do no more with it, 
he said. He could not make up his mind to direct 
positively the publication even of the letters themselves. 
He wished them to be published, but he left the decision 
to myself ; and when I was reluctant to underUike the 
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sole responsibility, he said that, if I was in doubt when 
the time came, I might consult his brother John and 
his friend Mr. Forster, 

Had he rested here, my duty would have been clear. 
The collection of letters, with the Memoir of Mrs. Car- 
lyle which was to form part of the Introductionj would 
have been considered among us, and would have been 
either published or suppressed, as we might jointly 
determine. IVIr. Carlyle’s remaining papers would have 
been sealed up after his death, and by me at least no 
use would have been made of them. 

Two years later, however, soon after he had made his 
will, Carlyle discovered that, whether he wished it or 
not, a life, or perhaps various lives, of himself would 
certainly appear when he was gone. "Wnren a man has 
exercised a large influence on^the mi nds of bi3 __cQntem- 
porarics, the world requires to know whether his own 
actions have corresponded with his teaching, and 
whether his moral and personal character entitles him 
to confidence. This is not idle curiosity ; it is a legiti- 
mate demand. In proportion to a man’s greatness is 
the scrutiny to whi^ his conduct is submitted. Byron, 
Burns, Scott, Shelley, Kousseau, Voltaire, Goethe, Pope, 
Swift, are but instances, to which a hundred others 
might be added, showing that the public will not be 
satisfied without ^ijting the history of its men of genius 
to the ^ast grain of fact which can be ascertained about 
them. The publicity of their private lives has been, 
is, and will be, either the reward or the penalty of their 
intellectual distinction. Carlyle knew that he could 
not escape. Since a ‘ Life ’ of him there would certainly 
bo, he wished it to be as authentic as possible. Besides 
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the iNIemoir of iVtrs. Carlyle, he had written several 
others, mainly autobiographical, not distinctly to be 
printed, but with no fixed purpose that they should not 
be printed. These, with his journals and the whole of 
his correspondence, he mad e over to me^ wi th unfettered 
discretion to use in any way that I might think good. 

In the papers thus in my possession, Carlyle’s history, 
external and spiritual, lay out before me as in a map. 
By recasting the entire material, by selecting chosen 
passages out of his own and his wife’s letters, by ex- 
hibiting the fair and beautiful side of the story only, 
it would have been easy, without suppressing a single 
material point, to draw a picture of a faultless character. 
When the Devil’s advocate has said his worst against 
Carlyle, he leaves a figure still of unblemished integrity^ 
purity, loftiness of purpose, and indexible resolution 
to do right, as of a man living consciously under his 
Maker’s eye, and with his thoughts fixed on the account 
which he would have to render of his talents. 

Of a person of whom malice must acknowledge so 
much as this, the prickly a spects might fairly be passed 
by in silence ; and if I had studied my own comfort or 
the pleasure of my immediate readers, I should have 
produced a portrait as agreeable, and at least as faithful, 
as those of the favoured saints in the Catholic calendar. 
But it would have been a portrait without individuality 
— an ideal, or in other words, an ‘ idol,’ to be worshipped 
one day and thrown away the next. Least of all men 
could such idealising be ventured with Carlyle, to whom 
untruth of any kind was a bominabl e. If he was to be 
known at all, he chose to be known as he was, with his 
angularities, his sharp speeches, his special peculiarities. 
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meritorious or unmeritorious, precisely as they had 
actually been. He has himself laid down the con- 
ditions under which a biographer must do his work if 
he would do it honestly, without the fear of man before 
him j and in dealing with Carlyle’s ONvn memory I have 
felt myself bound to confo^ to his own rule. He shall 
spe ak for himself. I extract a passage from his review 
of Lockhiii t’s ‘ Life of Sir Walter Scott.’ ^ 

‘ One thing we hear greatly blamed in Mr. Lock- 
hart, that he has been too communicative, indiscreet, 
and has recorded much that ought to have lain 
suppressed. Persons are mentioned, and circum- 
stances not always of an ornamental sort. It would 
appear that there is far less reticence than was looked 
for ! Various persons, name and surname, have 
received pain.” Nay, the very hero of the bio- 
grai^hy is rendered unheroic ; unornaraental facts 
of him, and of those he had to do with, being set 
forth in plain English : hence personality,” “ indis- 
cretion,” or worse, “sanctities of private life,” &c. 
How delicate, decent, is English biography, bless its 
mealy mouth ! A Damocles’ sword of B,i.‘8jpectahility 
hangs for ever over the poor English life-writer (as 
it does over poor English life in general), and reduces 
, him to the verge of paralysis. Thus it has been 
' said, “ There are no English lives worth reading, 
except those of players, who, by the nature of the 
case, have bidden respectability good day.” The 
English biographer has long felt that if in writing 
his biography he wrote down anything that could by 


' Mitcdtame$, vol. v. p. 221 sqq. 
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possibility offend any man, he had written wrong. 
The plain consequence was that, properly speaking, 
no biography whatever could be produced. The poor 
biographer, having the fear not of God before his 
eyes, was obliged to retire as it were into vagi m m, 
and write in the most melancholy straitened manner, 
with only vacuum for a result. Vain that he wrote, 
and that we kept reading volume on volume. There 
was no biography, but some va j^ue ghost, of a bio- 
graphy, white, stainless, without feature or substance ; 
vacuum as we say, and wind and shadow. . . . Ot 
all the prai ses copiously bestowed o n Mr. Lockhart's 
work there is none in reality so cr edit able to him as 
this same censure which has also been pretty copious. 
It is a censure better than a good many praises. He 
is found guilty of having said this and that, calculated 
not to be entirely pleasant to this man and that ; in 
other words, calculated to give him and the thing 
he worked in a living set of features, not to leave 
him vague in the white beatified ghost condition. 
Several men, as we hear, cry out, “ See, there is some- 
thing written not entirely pleasant to me ! ** Good 
friend, it is pity ; but who can help it ? They that 
wi U omwd about bonfires may sometim es very fairly 
get their beards singed ; it is the ^ ice they pay 
for such illumination ; natural twilight is safe and 
free to all. For our part we hope all manner of 
biographies that are written in England will hence- 
forth be written so. If it is fit that they be written 
otherwise, then it is still fitter that they be not 
written at all. To produce not things, but the 
ghosts of things, can never be the duty of man. . . . 
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The biographer bus this problem set before him : 
to delineate a likeness of the earthly pilgrimage of a 
man. He >vill compute well what profit is in it, and 
what disprofit ; under which latter head this of 
offending any of his fellow-creatures will surely not 
be forgotten. Nay, this may so swell the disprofit 
side of his account, that many an enterprise of 
biography otherwise promising shall require to be 
renounced. But once taken up, the rule before all 
lilies is to do itf not to do the ghost of it. In speak- 
ing of the man and men he has to do with, he will of 
course keep all his charities about him, but all his 
eyes open. Far be it from him to set down aught 
untrue ; nay, not to abstain from, and leave in 
oblivion, much that is true. But having found a 
thing or things essential for his subject, and well 
computed the for and against, he will in very deed 
set down such thing or things, nothing doubting, 
having, we may say, the fear of God before his eyes, 
and no other fear whatever. Censure the biographer’s 
pmdence ; dissent from the computation he made, 
or agree with it ; be all malice of his, be all falsehood, 
nay be all offensive avoidable inaccm*acy condemned 
and consumed ; but know that by this plan only, 
executed as was possible, could the biographer hope 
to make a biography ; and blame him not that he 
did what it had been the worst fault not to do. 
. . . The other censure of Scott being made un- 
heroic springs from the same stem, and is perhaps 
a still more wonderful flower of it. Your true hero 
must have no features, but be a white, stiiinless, 
impersonal ghost hero! But connected with this, 
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there is an hypothesis now current that Mr. Ijockhart 
at heiirt has a dislike to Scott, and has done his best 
in an underhand treacherous manner to dis-hero him ! 
Such hypothesis is actually current. He. that- Jias 
ears may hear it now and then — on which astound- 
ing hypothesis if a word must be said, it can only be 
an a pology If Mr. Lockhart is fairly 

chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his 
insight entirely fails him, it seems even to be in this, 
that Scott is altogether lovely to him, that Scott’s 
greatness spreads out before him on all hands beyond 
reach of eye, that his very faults become beautiful, 
and that of his worth there is no measure.* 

I will make no comment on this passage further than 
to say that I have considered the principles here laid 
down by Carlyle to be strictly obligatory _up on- myself 
in dealing with his o\vn remains. The free judgments 
which he passed on men and things were part of him- 
self, and I have not felt myself at liberty to suppress 
them. Remarks which could injure any man — and 
very few such ever fell from Carlyle’s lips — I omit, 
except where indispensable. Remarks which are merely 
legitimate expressions of opinion I Iciive for the most 
part as they stand. As an illustration of his own wishes 
on this subject, I may mention that I consulted him 
about a passage in one of Mrs. Carlyle’s letters describ- 
ing an eminent living person. Her judgment was more 
just than flattering, and I doubted the prudence of 
printing it. Carlyle merely said, * It will do him no 
harm to know what a sensible woman thought of him.’ 

As to the biography generally, I found that I could 
not myself write a formal Life of Carlyle within measur- 
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able compass 'without taking to pieces his own Memoirs 
and the collection of Mrs. Carlyle’s letters ; and this I 
could not think it right to attempt. Mr. Forster and 
John Carlyle having both died, the responsibility was 
left entirely to myself. A few weeks before J^Ir. Carlyle’s 
death, he asked me what I meant to do. I told him 
that I proposed to publish the Memoirs as soon as he 
was gone — those which form the two volumes of the 
‘ Reminiscences.’ Afterwards I said that I would 
publish the letters about which I knew him to be most 
anxious. He gave his full assent, merely adding that 
he trusted everything to me. T&i~Mernoirs, he thought, 
had better appear immediately on his departure. He 
expected that people would then be talking about him, 
and that it would be well for them to have something 
authentic to guide them. 

These points being determined, the remainder of my 
task became simplified. Mrs. Carlyle’s letters are a 
better history of the London life of herself and her 
husband than could be written either by me or by anyone. 
The connecting narrative is Carlyle’s own, and to meddle 
with his work would be to spoil it. It was thus left to 
me to supply an account of his early life in Scotland, 
the greater part of which I had written while he was 
alive, and which is contained in the present volumes. 
The publication of the letters will follow at no distant 
period. Afterwards, if I live to do it, I shall add a 
brief account of his last years, when I was in constant 
intercourse with him. 

It may be said that I shall have thus produced no 
‘ IJfe,’ but only the materials for a ‘ Life.* That is true. 
Uut I believe that I shall have given, notwithstanding, 
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LIFE 

OF 

THOMAS CARLYLE. 


CHAPTER I. 

The iuveu Annan, rising above MolTat in Hart fell, 
desceiKls from the mount-ains through a valley gradually 
widening and spreiiding out, as the fells are left 
behind, into the rich and well-cultivated district known 
as A nnaiu lale. Picturesque an<l broken in the upper 
part of its course, the stream, when it reaches the 
level country^ st^ds slowly among meadows and 
undulating wooded hills, till at tlie end of forty miles 
it falls into the Solway at Annan town. Annandale, 
famous always for its pasturage, suffered especially 
before the union of the kingdoms from border forays, 
the etfects of which were long to be traced in a certain 
wildness of disposition in the inhabitants. Dumfries- 
shire, to which it belongs, was sternly Cameronian. 
Stories of the persecutions survived in the farmhouses 
as their most treasured historical traditions. Camero- 
nian congregations lingered till the beginning of the 
present centuf^', when they merged in other bodies of 
seceders from the eshiblished religion. 
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In its hard fight for spiritual freedom Scotch Pro- 
testantism lost respect for kings and nobles, and looked 
to Christ rather than to earthly rulers ; but before* 
the Reformation all Scotland was clannish or feudal j 
and the Dumfriesshire yeomanry, like the rest, were 
organised under great nobles, whose pennon they 
followed, whose name they bore, and the remotest 
kindred with whom, even to a tenth generation, they 
wore i>roud to claim. Among the families of the 
western border the Carlyles were not the least, dis- 
tinguished. They were originally English, and were 
called probably after Carlisle town. They came to 
Annandale with the Bruces in the time of Davi<l the 
Second. A Sir John Carlyle was created I.<ord Carlyle 
of Torthonvald in reward for a beating which he had 
given the English at Annan. Michael, the fourth lord, 
signed the Association Bond among the Protestant 
lords when Queen Mary was sent to Lochleven, being 
the only one among them, it was observed, who could 
not write his name. Tlioir work was rough. They 
were rough men themselves, and with the change of 
times their importance declined. The title lapsed, the 
estates were dissipated in lawsuits, and by the middle 
of the last century nothing remained of the Carlyles 
but one or two households in the neighbourhood of 
Hurnswark who had inherited the name either through 
the adoption by their forefathers of the name of tlmir 
leader, or by some descent of blood which had trickled 
down through younger sons.* 


' When Carlvlo bec.-imo famous, a Dumfrioa antiquary traced his 
ancestry with upi-arent success through ton gouoratious to the first I/jrd 
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In one of these families, in u house which his father, 
who was a mason, had built with his own hands, 
Thomas Carlyle was born on December 4, 1795. 

Ecclefechan, where his father lived, is a small market 
town on the cast side of Annandale, six miles inland 
from the Solway, and about sixteen on the great 
north road from Carlisle.^ It consists of a single 
street, down one side of which, at that time, ran an 
open brook. The aspect, like that of most Scotch 
towns, is cold, but clean and orderly, with an air of 
thrifty comfort. The houses are plain, that in which 
the Carlyles lived alone having pretensions to origin- 
ality. In appearance one, it is really double, a 
central arch dividing it. James Carlyle, Thomas 
Carlyle’s father, occupied one part. llis brother, 
who was his partner in his trade, lived in the other. 

Of their ancestors they knew nothing beyon<l the 
second generation. Tradition said that they had been 
long settled as farmers at Barrens, the Koman station 
at Uliddiebie (two miles from Kcclefechan). One of 
them, it was said, had been unjustly hanged on pre- 
^ text of bortler cattle-stealing. The case was so cruel 
‘ that the farm bad been given as some compensation to ^ I 
^^^'the wi<low, and the family bad continued to possess it 
till their title was questioned, and they were turned 

TorthorwaM. There w.ia much laughter alK>ut it iu the house in 
Cheyne Row, but Carlyle w.is incliucd to think on the whole that the 
descent was real. 

•The usually received ot>Ttiology of Ecclefechan is that it is thosamo 
as Kirkfechao. Church of St. Fechanus, an Irish saint supposed to have 
come to Annandale in the seventh century; but Fechan is a not unusual 
termination in Welsh, and means ' niiall.' as in Llatifairfeehan. 
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out, by tbe Duke of Queensberry. ^ Whether this story 
was true or not, it is certain that James Carlyle’s 
grandmother lived at Middlebie in extreme poveity, 
and that she died in the early part of the last century, 
leaving two sons. Thomas, the elder, was a carpenter, 
worked for some time at Lancaster, «ime home after- 
wards, and saw the Highlanders pass through Eccle- 
fechan in 1745 on their way to England. Leaving his 
trade, he settled at a small farm called lirownknowe, 
near Liimswark Hill, and, marrying a certain Mary 
Gillespie, produce<l four sons and two daughters. Of 
Hiese sous James Carlyle was the second. The house- 
hold life was in a high degree disorderly. Old Thomas 
Carlyle was formed after the border type, more given 
to fighting and wild adventuie than to patient in- 
dustry. ‘ He did not drink,’ his grandson says, ‘ but 
he was a fiery man, irascible, indomitable, of the 
toughness ainl springiness of steel. An old market 
brawl, called Keelefcehan dog-figlit, in which he was 
a principal, survives in tradition to this day.*' He 
was }) 10 ik 1 , poor, and discontented, leaving his family 
for tlie most, part to shift for themselves. They were 
often without food or fuel ; his sons were dressed in 
breeks made mostly of leather. 

They had to scramhle (Carlyle says scrafile) for their very 
clothes and foo*!. They knit, they thatched for hire, they 
hunted, ily fatlier tried all these things almost in boyhood, 
livery dale and hurngate and eleugh of that dislrlet he had 
traVLi'sed seeking hares and the like, lie used to talk of 
these pilgrimages. Once 1 remember his gun-flint was tied 

' it bhoulj be 'Vas writleD sixly ycuTn ugo. 
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on with ft hatband. lie was a real hunter like a wild Indian 
from necessity. The hare's flesh Wixs food, llareskins at 
si.xjx^nce each would accumulate into the purchase money of 
a coat. Uis hunting years were not useless to him. Misery 
W4\s early training the rugged boy into a stoic, that one day 
he migh£ bo the assurance of a Scottish man. 

‘ Travelling tinkers,* ‘ Highland drovers,* and such 
like were occasional guests at Brownknowe. * Sandy 
Macleod, a i)ensioned soldier who had served under 
Wolfe, lived in an adjoining cottage, and had stories 
to tell of his adventures.* Old Thomas Carlyle, not^ 
with.'ilanding his rough, careless ways, was not without 
cultivation. He studied * Anson’s Voyages,* and in his 
old age, strange to say, when his sons were growing 
into young men, he would sit with a neighbour over 
the fire, reading, mutji to their scandal, the ‘ Arabian 
Nights.* They had become, James Carlyle especially, 
and his brother through him, serious lads, and they 
were shocked to see two old men occupied on the edge 
of the grave with such idle vanities. ^ ! f /' 

Religion had been introduced into the house through 
another singular figure, John Orr, the schoolmaster of 
Hoddam, who was also by trade a shoemaker. School- 
mastering in those days fell to persons of clever irregular 
habits, who took to it from taste partly, and also because 
other forms of business did not answer with them. Orr 
was a man of strong pious tendencies, but was given to 
drink. lie would disappear for weeks into pothouses, and 
then come back to his friends sliattered and remorseful. 
He, too, was a friend and visitor at Brownknowe, 
teaching the boys by day, sleeping in the room with them 
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at night, and discussing arithmetical problems with 
their father. From him James Carlyle gained such 
knowledge as ho had, part of it a knowledge of the Bible, 
which became the guiding principle of his life. The 
cllect was soon visible on a remarkable occasion. 'While 
ho was still a boy, he and tlirce of his companions had 
met to play cards. There was some disagreement 
among them, when James Carlyle said that they were 
fools and worse for qnaiTclling over a probably sinful 
amusement. They threw the cards into the fire, and 
perha])s no one of the four, certainly not James Carlyle, 
ever touched a card again. Hitherto he and his brother 
had gleaned a subsistence on the skirts of settled life. 
'1 hey were now to find an entrance into regular occupa- 
tion. James Carlyle was horn in 1757. In 1773, when 
he was si.xteon, a certain William Brown, a mason from 
Peebles, came into Annandale, became acquainted with 
the Carlyles, and married Thomas Carlyle’s eldest 
daughter Janny, He took her brothers as apprentices, 
and they becnnie known before long as the most skilful 
and diligent workmen in the neighbourhood. James, 
though not (he eldest, had the strongest character, and 
guided the rest. ‘They were noted for their brotherly 
atfpotion and coherence.’ They all prospered. They 
were noted also for their hard sayings, aiid it must be 
said also, in their early manhood, for ‘hard strikings.’ 
They wore warmly liked by those near them ; ‘ by 
those at a distance they wore viewed as something 
dangerous to meddle with, something not to be 
meddled with.’ 

James Carlyle never spoke ^vith pleasure of his young 
days, regarding thorn ‘as days of folly, perhaps sinful 
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days;* but it vras well known that he was strictly 
tempersite, pure, abstemious, prudent, and industrious. 
Feared he was from his promptness of hand, but never 
aggressive, and using his strength only to put down 
rudeness and violence. ‘ On one occasion,’ says Carlyle, 
‘a huge peasant was rudely insulting and defying the 
party my father belonged to. The other quailed, and 
he bore it till he could bear it no longer, but clutched 
his rough adversary by the two flanks, swung him with 
ireful force round in the air, hitting his feet against 
some open door, and hurled him to a distance, supine, 
lamed, vanquished, and utterly humbled. He would 
say of such things, “ I am wac to think of it” — wae 
from repentance. Happy he who has nothing worse to 
repent of ! ’ 

The apprenticeship over, the brothers began work 
on their own account, and with marked success ; James 
Carlyle taking the lead. He built, as has been already 
said, a house for himself, which still sbiuds in the street 
of Ecclefechan. His brothers occupied one part of it, he 
himself the other; and his father, the old Thomas, life 
now wearing out, came in from Bro\\mknowe to live 
with them. James, perhaps the others, but .Tames 
decisively, became an avowedly religious man. Ho ha<l 
a maternal uncle, one Robert Brand, whose a<lvice and 
example influenced him in this matter. Brand was a 
* vigorous religionist,* of strict Presbyterian type, h’roin 
him James Carlyle received a definite faith, and made 
his profession as a * Burgher,* a seceding sect which 
had separated from the Establishment as insufiiciently 
in earnest for them. They had their humble m<*<*t- 
ing-house, ‘ thatched with hc.'ith ; * and for minister a 
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certain John Johnstone, from whom Carlyle himself 
learned afterwards his first Latin j ‘ the priestliest man,’ 
he says, * I ever under any ecclesiastical guise was 
privileged to look upon.* : ■ ■ i . . , . i. (,, , 

- 

This peasant union, this little hcath-thatchcd house, this"^ 
simple evangelist, together constituted properly the ‘ chnrch * 
of that district ; they were the blessing and the saving of 
many ; on me too their pious heaven-sent influences still rest 
and live. There was in those days a ‘ teacher of the people.’ 
He sleeps not fur from my fatlier who built his monument 
ill the Jlcclefcclian churchyard, the Teaclier and tlic Taught. 
IMossed, I agaiu say, are the dead tliat die in the Lord. 


In 1/91, having then a house of his own, Jainos 
Cailyle married a distant cousin of the same name, 
Janet Carlyle. They had one son, John, and then she 
died of fever. Her long fair hair, which had been cut 
off in her illness, remained as a memorial of her in a 
drawer, into which the children aftciwards looked with 
wondering awe. Two years after the husband man ied 
again Margaret Aitken, ‘a woman,’ says Carlyle, ‘ of to 
me the fairest descent, that of the pious, the just, and 
the wise.’ Her character will unfold itself as the story 
goes on. Thomas Carlyle was her first child, bom 
December 4, 1795 ; she lived to see him at the height 
of his fame, known and honoured wherever the English 
language was si)oken. To her care ‘ for hotly and soul * 
he never ceased to say that ‘ he owed endless gmtitnde.* 
After Thomas came eight others, three sons and five 
daughters, one of whom, Ja7iet, so called after the fir.st 
wife, (lied when she was a few months old. 
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The fiimily was prosperous, as Ecclefechan working 
life understood prosperity. In one year, his best, .Tames 
Carlyle made in his business as much as lOOl. At 
worst he earned an artisan’s substantial wages, and was 
thrifty and pmdent. The children, as they passed out 
of infancy, ran about barefoot, but were otherwise cleanly 
clothed, and fed on oatmeal, milk, and potatoes. Our 
Carlyle learned to read from his mother too early for 
distinct remembrance ; when he was five his father 
taught him arithmetic, and sent him with the other 
village bo^'s to school. Like the Carlyles generally he 
had a violent temper. .Tohn, the son of the first 
man'iage, lived usually with his grandfather, but came J 
occasionally to visit his i)arents. Carlyle’s earliest 
recollection is of throwing his little brown stool at his 
brother in a mad passion of rage, when he was scarcely 
more than two years old, breaking a leg of it, and 
‘ feeling for the first time the united pangs of loss and 
remorse.’ The next impression which most affected 
him was the small round heap under the sheet upon a 
bed where his little sister lay dead. Death, too, he 
made acquaintance with in another memorable form. 
His father’s eldest brother John died. ‘ The day before 
his funeml, an ill-behaving servant wench lifted the 
coverlid from off his pale ghastly befilleted head to 
show it to some crony of hers, unheeding of the chihl 
who was alone with them, and to whom the sight gave 
a now pang of horror.’ The grandfather followed next, 
closing finally his Anson and his ‘Arabian Nights.’ 
He had a brother whose adventures had been remark- 
able. Francis Crirlyle, so he was called, had been 
apprenticed to a shoemaker. He, too, when his time 
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was out, had gono to England, to Bristol among other 
places, where he fell into drink and gambling. He lost 
all his money; one morning after an orgie he flung 
liimself desperately out of bed and broke his leg. 
When he recovered he enlisted in a brig of war, distin- 
guished himself by special gallantry in supporting his 
ciiptain in a mutiny, and was rewarded with the com- 
mand of a Solway revenue cutter. After many years of 
rough creditable service he retired on half-pay to his 
native village of Middlcbie. There had been some 
family quarrel, and the brothers, though living close to 
one another, had held no intercourse. They wore both 
of them above eighty years of age. The old Thomas 
being on his death-bed, the sea captain’s heart relented. 
He was a grim, broad, fiorce-Iooking man; ‘prototype 
of Smollett s Trunnion.’ Being too unwieldy to walk, 
he was brought into Ecclefechan in a cart, and carried 
in a chair up the steep stairs to his dying brother’s 
room. There he remained some twenty minutes, and 
came down again with a face which printed itself in 
the little Carlyle’s memory. They saw him no more, 

and after a brief interval the old generation had 
(lisappearod. 

Amidst such scenes our Carlyle struggled throimh 
his early boyhocid. 

It was not a joyful life Oic says) ; what life is ? yet a safe 
and quiet one, above most otliei-s, or any other I have wit- 
nessed, a wliolcsotnc one. Wc wore taciturn mthcr than 

talkative, but if little was said that little had genei-ally a 
rnCcaning. 

Jforc rcinarkablc mnn than my father I have never mot in 
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my journey thronph life ; sterling sincerity in thought, 
word, and deed, most quiet, hut capable of blazing into 
whirlwinds when needful, and such a fl:ish of just insight 
and brief natiu-al eloquence and emphasis, tnic to every 
fcjitme of it as I have never known in any other. Humour 
of a most grim Saindinavian t}q)c he occiisionally had ; wit 
rarely or never — too serious for wit — my excellent mother 
with perhaps the deeper piety in most senses had also the 
most sport. No man of my day, or hardly any man, can 
have had better parents. 

The Sunday services in IMr. Johnstone’s meeting- 
house were the events of the week. The congregation 
were ‘Dissenters* of a marked type, some of them 
coming from as far as Carlisle; another party, and 
among these at times a little eager boy, known after- 
wards as Edward Irving, appearing regularly from 
Annan, ‘ their streaming plaids in wet weather hanging 
up to drip.* 

A man (Carlyle wrote in 18CG) who awoke to the belief 
that he actually had a soul to be saved or lost wjis apt 
to he found among the Dissenting people and to have 
given up attendance at Kirk. All dissent in Scotlatul is 
merely stricter adherence to the National Kirk in all )H>l?its. 
Very venerable arc those old Seceder clergy to me now when 
I look hack. ^Tost figures of them in my time were hoary 
old men ; men so like evangelists in nuMlern vesture and 
‘poor scholars and gentlemen of Clirist* I have nowhere 
met with among Prob stant or PajMil clergy in any country 
in the world. . . . That j)oor temple of my childhood is more 
s.acrcd to me than the biggest cathedral then extant could 
have been ; rude, rustic, bare, no temple in the world was 
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more so ; but there were sacred lambencies, tongues of 
authentic flame which kindled what was best in one, w'hat 
has not yet gone out. Strangely vivid are some twelve or 
twenty of those old faces whom I used to see every Sunday, 
whose names, employments or precise dwelling places 1 
never knew, but whose portiuits arc yet clear to me as in a 
mirror. 

Their heavy-laden, patient, ever attentive faces, fallen 
solitary most of them, children all away, wdfe away for ever, 
or, it might be, wife still there and constant like a shadow 
and grown very like the old man, the thrifty cleanly poverty 
ol tlicse good people, their well saved coarse old clothes, 
tailed waistcoats down to mid-thigh — all this I occasionally 
see as with eyes sixty or sixty-fivc yeara off, and hear the 
very voice of my mother upon it, whom sometimes T would 
be questioning about these persons of the drama and 
endeavouring to describe and identify them. 

Of one of these worshippers in the Ecclefechan 
meeting-house, ‘tail, straight, very clean always, brown 
as mahogany, with a beard white as snow,’ Carlyle tells 
the following anecdote : — 

Old David Hope [that was his name] lived on a little farm 
close by Solway shore, a mile or two east of Annan — a wet 
country with late liarvcsts w'iuch are sometimes incredibly 
difTicult to save — ten days continuously pouring, then a day, 
pei-haps two days, of drought, part of them, it may be, of 
roaring wind ; during which the moments are golden for 
you, and ]>erhaps you had better work all night as presently 
there will be deluges again. David’s stuff, one such morning, 
was all standing dry, ready to be s:ived still if he stood to 
it, wliioh was much his intention. Breakfast, whol.-somo 
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hasty porridge, was soon over, and next in course came family 
woreliip, what they call taking the book, i.e. taking your 
Bibles, psalm and chapter alwaj's part of the service. Davnl 
was putting on his spectacles when somebody rushed in. 
‘ Such a ni'^ing wind risen will drive the stocks (shocks) 
into the sea if let alone.* * Wind ! * answered David. 
‘Wind canna get ae straw that has been appointed mine. 
Sit down and let us worship GckL* 
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CHAPTER II. 

A.V. 1805. 10. 

EnuCATlON is a ])assiou in Scotland, It is tlie pride 
of every honourable peasant, if he has a sou of any 
promise, to give him a chance of rising as a scholar. 
As a child Carlyle could not have failed to show that 
there was something unusual iu him. The school- 
master in Ecclefechan gave a good account of his 
progress in ‘ figures,’ The minister reported favour- 
ably of his Tjatin. ‘ I do not grudge thee thy schooling, 
Tom,’ Ids father saitl to him one day, ‘ now that thy 
uncle Frank owns thee a botfer arithmetician than 
himself,’ It was dc‘cided that he should go to Annan 
(xrammar School, and thenee, if he prospered, to the 
University, with liual outlook to the ministry. 

He was a shy thoughtful boy, shrinking generally 
from rougli companions, but with the hot temper of 
his race. His mother, naturally anxious for him, and 
fearing perhap.s the family tendency, extracted a 
promise before parting with him that he would never 
return a blow, and, as might be expected, his first 
ex-periences of school were extremely miserable. Boys 
of genius are never well received bv the common 
flock, and escjipe persecution only when they are able 
to defend themselves. 

* Sartor Resartus is generally mythic, but parts 
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are historical, and among them the account of the 
first launch of Teufelsdrockh into the Hinterschlag 
Gymnasium. Hinterschlag (smite behind) is Annan. 
Thither, leaving home and his mother’s side, Carlyle 
was taken by his father, being then in his tenth year, 
and ‘ fluttering with boundless hopes,* at AVhitsuntide, 
1805, to the school which was to be his fii-st step into 
a higher life. 

Well do I remember (s:iys Teufelsdrockh) the red siimiy 
Whitsuntide morning when, trotting full of hope by the side 
of Father Andreas, I entered the main street of the place 
and saw its steeple clock (then striking eight) and Schuld- 
thurm (jail) and the aproned or disai)roned Burghei-s moving 
in to breakfast ; a little dog, in mad terror, was rushing p;ist, 
for some human imps liad tied a tin kettle to its tail, lit 
emblem of much that awaited myself in that mischievous 
den. Alas 1 the kind beech rows of Entepfuhl (Ecclefechan) 
were hidden in the disUuice. I was among strengei-s hai-shly, 
at best indifferently, disposed to me ; the young heart felt 
for the fii'st time (juite orphaned and alone. . . . My school- 
fellows Were boys, mostly rude boys, and obeyed the impulse 
of rude nature which bids the deer-herd fall upon any stricken 
hart, the duck-flock ])ut to death any broken-winged brother 
or sister, and on all hands the strong tyrannise over the 
weak. 

Carlyle retained to the end of his days a painful and 
indeed resentful recollection of these school experiences 
of his. ‘This,* he said of the passage just quoted 
from ‘ Sartor,’ * is true, and not half the truth.* 

He had obeyed his mother’s injunctions. He had 
courage in plenty to resent ill usage, but his promise 
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was sacred. He was passionate, and often, probably, 
violent, but fight he would not, and every one who 
knows English and Scotch life will understand what 
his fate must have been. One consequence was a 
near escape from drowning. The boys had all gone 
to bathe; the lonely child had stolen apart from the 
rest, where he could escape from being tormented. He 
found himself in a deep pool which had been dug out 
for a dock and had been filled with the tide. The 
mere accident of someone passing at the time saved 
liim. At length he could bear bis condition no longer; 
he tumod on the biggest 
kicked him ; a batth* followed in which he was beaten ; 
but he left marks of Ins fists upon his adversary, which 
were not forgotten. He taught his companions to fear 
him, if only like Brasitlas’s mouse. He was persecuted 
no longer, but he carried away bitter and angry 
recollections of what he hud borne, which were never 
entirely obliterated. 

The teaching which Carlyle received at Annan, he 
says, ‘ was limited, ami of its kind only moderately 
good. Latin and French I did get to read with 
iluoncy. Latin quantity was left a frightful chaos, 
and I had to learn it afterwards ; some geometry. 
Algebra, arithmetic tolerably well. Vague outlines of 
geography I learnt; all the books I could get were 
also devoured. Greek consisted of the alphabet 
merely.’ 

Elsewhere in a note I liml the following account of 

O 

bis first teaching and school experience : — 


bully in the school and furiously 


ily mother (writes Curlylc, in a series of brief notes uison 
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Ills early life) had taught me reading. I never rcineinl)er 
when. Tom Donaldson's school at Ecclefechan — aseverely- 
conect kind of man Tom . . , from Edinburgh — went after- 
wards to ilanchcstcr ; I never saw his face again, though I 
still remember it well as always merry and kind to me, 
though to the undeserving severe. The school then stood 
at Hoddam Kirk. Sandie Beattie, subsequently a Burgher 
minister at Glasgow, I well remember e.xamining me. lie 
reported me complete in English, age then about seven . . . 
that I must go to Latin or waste my time. Latin accordingly, 
with what enthusiasm I But the schoolmaster did not him- 
self know Latin. I gradually got altogether swamped and 
bewildered under him. Reverend ilr. Johnstone, of Eccle- 
fechan, or rather first his son, home from college, and already 
teaching a nephew or a cousin, had to take me in hand, and 
once pulled afloat I made rapid and sure way. 

In my tenth year I was sent to the grammar school at 
Annan. May 26, a bright sunny morning — Whit-Monday — 
which I still vividly remember, I trotting at iny father’s side 
in the way alluded to in ‘ Sartor.' It was a bright morning, 
and to me full of moment — of fluttering, boundless hopes, 
saddened by parting with mother, with home, and which 
aftenvards were cruelly disappointed. 

‘Sartor' is not to be trusted in details. Greek consisted 
of the Alphabet mainly. Ilebrew is a German entity.^ No- 
body in that region e.xcept old l\Ir. Johnstone could have 
read a sentence of it to save his life. I did get to read Latin 
and French with fluency — Latin quantity was left a frightful 
chaos, and I had to learn it afterwards. Some geometry, 
algebra, arithmetic thoroughly well, vague outlines of geo- 
gi‘«iphy, I did Icam ; all tlie books I could get were also 
devoured. Mythically true is what ‘ Sartor ’ s;iys of my 

‘ Alluding to a Gorman biogruj-hy in which Carlylo was said to have 
Icarot Hebrew. 
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schoolfellows, and not half the truth. Unspeakable is the 
darna^^e and defilement I gob out of those coarse unguided 
tyrannous cubs, especially till I revolted against them and 
gave stroke for stroke, as my pious mother, in her great love 
of peace and of my best interests, spiritually chiefly, had 
imprudently forbidden me to do. One way and another I 
had never been so wretched as here in that school, and the 
fii-st two yeai-s of iny time in it still count among the miser- 
able of my life. Academia \ Uigh School Instructors of 
Youth I Oh, ye unsjxjakable I 

Of holidays we hear nothing, though holidays there 
must have been at Christmas and Midsummer; little 
also of school friendships or amusements. For the last, 
in such shape as could have been found in boys of his 
class in Annan, Carlyle could have bad little interest. 
He speaks warmly of his mathematical teacher, a 
certain Mr. Morley, from Cumberland, * whom he loved 
much, and who taught him well.’ He bad formed a 
comradeship with one or two boys of his own age, who 
were not entirely uncongenial to him ; but only one 
incident is preserved which was of real moment. In 
his third school year Carlyle first consciously saw Edward 
Irving. Irving’s family lived in Annan. He had him- 
self been at the school, and had gone thence to the 
University of Edinburgh. He had distinguished himself 
there, gained prizes, and was otherwise honourably 
spoken of. Annan, both town and school, was proud of 
the brilliant lad that they had produced; aud Irving 
one day looked in upon the class room, the masters out 
of coinpliineut attending him. ‘ He was scrupulously 
dressed, blaek coat, tight pantaloons, in the fashion of 
the day, and looked very neat, self-possessed, aud 
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amiable; a flourishing slip of a youth with coal-black 
hair, swarthy clear complexion, very straight on his feet, 
and, except for the glaring squint, decidedly handsome.’ 
The boys listened eagerly as he talked in a free airy 
way about Edinburgh and its professors. A University 
man who has made a name for himself is infinitely 
admimble to younger ones ; he is not too far above 
them to be comprehensible. They know what he has 
done, and they hope disUintly that they too one day 
may do the like. Of course Irving did not distinguish 
Carlyle. He walked through the rooms and disappeared. 

The Hintcrschlag Gymnasium was over soon after, 
and Carlyle’s future career was now to be decided on. 
The Ecelefechan family life was not favounible to dis- 
plays of precocious genius. Vanity was the last quality 
that such a man as James Carlyle would encourage, and 
there was a severity in his manner which eflcctivelv 
repressed any disposition to it. 

Wo had all to complain (Carlyle s:iys) that we dared not 
freely love our father. His heart seemed as if walled in. 
My mother has owned to me that she could never undei'stand 
him, and that her afTeetion and admiration of him were 
obstructed. It seemed as if aii atmosphere of fear repelled 
ns from him, me especially. My heart and tongue played 
freely with my mother. He had an air of deepest gravity 
and even steriuiess. He had the most entire and oj>cn con- 
tempt for idle tattle— what he called clatter. Any talk that 
had mwming in it he could listen to ; what had no meauing 
in it, above all what seemed false, he absolutely could not 
and would not hear, but abruptly turned from it. Long 
may wc reincinlM.*r his ‘ I dun’t helievc thee ; ’ liis tongue- 
paralysing cold indilTcient ‘ Hah.’ 


2—2 
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Besides fear, Carlyle, as he grew older, began to ex- 
perience a certain awe of his father as of a person of 
altogether superior qualities, 

None of us (ho ^^Titcs) will ever forget that bold glowing 
style of his, flowing free from the untutored soul, full of 
mctaplior, though ho knew not what metaphor was, with all 
maimer of potent words which he appropriated and applied 
with surprising accuracy — brief, energetic, conveydiig the 
most perfect picture, delinitc, clear, not in ambitious colours, 
V)ut in full white sunlight. Emphatic I have heard him 
beyond all men. In anger he bad no need of oaths; his 
words were like sharp arrows that smote into the very heart. 

Such a father may easily have been alarming, and 
slow to gain his children’s confidence. He had silently 
observed his little 'lorn, however. Xhe reports from 
the Annan masters were all favourable, and when the 
question rose what was to be done with him, he inclined 
to venture the University. The wise men of Ecclefechan 
shook their heads. ‘ Educate a boy,’ said one of them, 
‘and he grows up to despise his ignorant parents/ 
Others said it was a risk, it was waste of money, there 
was a large family to be provided for, too much must 
not be spent upon one, &c. James Carlyle had seen 
something in his boy’s character which showed him 
that the risk, if risk there was, must be encountered; 
and to Edinburgh it was decided that Tom should go 
and be made a scholar of. 

To English ears university life suggests splendid 
buildings, luxurious rooms, rich endowments as the 
r<‘ward of successful industry ; as students, young men 
between nineteen and twenty-three with handsome 
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allowances, spending each of them on an aveinge double 
the largest income which James Carlyle had earned in 
any year of his life. Universities north of the Tweed 
had in those days no money prizes to offer, no fellow- 
ships and scholarships, nothing at all but an education 
and a discipline in poverty and self-denial. The lads 
who went to them were the children, most of them, of 
parents as poor as Carlyle’s father. They knew at what 
a cost the expense of sending them to college, relatively 
small as it was, could be afforded ; and they went with 
the fixed purj^ose of making the very utmost of their 
time. Five months only of each year they could remain 
in their classes j for the rest of it they taught pupils 
themselves, or worked on the farm at home to pay for 
their own learning. 

Kach student, as a rule, was the most promising 
member of the family to which he belonged, and 
extraordinary confidence was placed in them. They 
were sent to Edinburgh, Glasgow, or wherever it 
might be, when they were mere boys of fourteen. 
They had no one to look after them either on their 
journey or when they came to the end. They walked 
from their homes, being unable to pay for coach-hire. 
They entered their own names at the college. Tlicy 
found their own humble lodgings, and were left en- 
tirely to their own c;>pacity for self-conduct. The 
carriers brought them oatmeal, potatoes, and salt 
butter from the home farm, with a few eggs occa- 
sionally as a luxury. With their thrifty habits they 
required no other food. In the return cart their 
linen went back to their mothers to be washed anti 
mended. Poverty protected them from tcmpt^itions 
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to VICIOUS nmusomcnts. They formed their economical 
friendships; they shared their breakfasts and theix 
thoughts, and had their clubs for conversation or dis- 
cussion. When term ^vas over they walked home in 
paitios, each district having its little knot belonging 
to it; and known along the roads as University 
scholars, they wore assured of entertainment on the wav. 

As a training in self-dependence no better education 
could have been found in these islands. If the teach- 
ing had been as good as the discipline of character, 

the Scotch universities might have competed with the 

world. The teaching was the weak part. There wore 

no funds, either in the colleges or with the students, 

o provide personal instruction as at Oxford and 

Cambridge The professors were individually excel- 

ont, but they had to teach large classes, and had no 

leisure to attend i.articiilarly to this or that promising 

IHipih The universities were opportunities to boys 

who were able to take advantage of them, and that 
was all. 

K..ch «as the life on which Carlyle was now to enter, 
•■inl such were the circninsfances of it. It was the 
.Nove.nhoT term 1809. Ho was to he fourteen on the 
touith of the approaching necemhor. Edinburgh 
IS nearly one hnndicd miles from Ee<-lefechan He 
was to go on foot like the r.-st, ,.nder the gnardian.ship 
of a hoy named ‘Tom .Smail,’ two or three years his 
senior who had already been at college, and was held, 
tneiefoie, to be a sulTicient x>rotector, 

Mondcrful, tinged with the hues of far-off lore and s.idno»s. 
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is that journey to me now after fifty-seven yenra of time I 
My mother and father walking with me in the dark frosty 
November morning through the village to set us on our way ; 
my dear ever loving mother, her tremulous affection, my &c. 

‘Tom Small* was a poor companion, very innocent, 
very conceited, an indifferent scholar. Carlyle in his 
own mind had a small opinion of him. The journey 
over the moors was a weary one, the elder lad stalking 
on generally ahead, whistling an Irish tune; the 
younger ‘given up to his bits of reflections in the 
silence of the hills.* Twenty miles a day the boys 
walked, by Moffat and over Airock Stane. Tlioy 
reached Edinburgh early one afternoon, got a lodging 
in Simon Square, got dinner, and sallied out again 
that ‘Palinurus Tom’ might give the novice a glance 
of the great city. The scene so entirely new to him 
left an impression on Carlyle which remained distinct 
after more than half a century. 

The novice mind (he says) was not excessively astonished 
all at once, but kept its eyes open and said nothing. What 
streets we went through I don’t the le.ast recollect, but have 
some faint imj^e of St. Giles’s High Kirk, and of the Lucken 
booths there with their strange little ins and outs and cairer 
old wom<‘n in miniature shops, of combs, shoe-laces, and 
trifles ; still fainter image, if any, of the sublime horse statue 
in Parliament fvjuare hard by; directly ^after which Smail, 
audaciously, so I thought, pushed open a door free to all the 
world and dragged me in with him to a scene which I have 
never forgotten. An immense hall dimly lighted from the 
top of the walls, and perhaps with candles burning in it hero 
and there, all in 8/ range chiaroscuro, and filled with what I 
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thonght cxaggcratively a thousand or two of human creatures 
all ast^ in a boundless buzz of talk, and simmering about in 
every direction — some solitary, some in groups. By decrees 
I noticed that some were in wig and black gown, some^not 
but in common clothes, all well-dressed ; that here and there 
on the sides of the hall were little thrones uith enclosures 
and steps leading up, red velvet figures sitting in said 
thrones, and the black-gowned eagerly speaking to them • 
advocates pleading to judges as I easily undei^tood. How 
they could be heard in such a grinding din was soinewliat a 
mystery. Higher up on the walls, stuck there like swallows 
in their nests, sate other humbler figures ; these I found 
the sources of certain wildly plangent lamentable kinds 
of sounds, or echoes, which from time to time pierced the 
universal no.se of feet and voices, and rose nnintclligihly 
above It as in he bitterness of incurable woe : criers of the 
court I gradually came to underetand. And this was Themis 
in her outer house ; ’ such a scene of chaotic din and hurly- 
burly as I had never figured before. It seems to me that 
^heio ^re four times or ten times as many people in that 
outer house as there now usually are ; and doubtless there 
IS somethmg of fact in this, such have been the curtailments 
and abatements of law i.ractice in the head courts since tlien 
and transference of it to county jurisdiction. Bast time I 
was in that outer house (some si.x or seven yearn a-^o in 

-'-P- ^'1- 

Notable figures, now all vanished utterly, were doubtless 
wandering about as part of that continual hurly-burly when 
I fii^t set foot in It fifty-seven yearn ago ; great law lords 
this and tluit, gi-e.at advocates alors cclebres, as Thiem has it 
Cmnstoun, Cockburn, JefTrey, Walter Scott, John Clerk To 
me at that time they were not even mames ; but I have since 
occasionally thought of that night and place where probably 
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they were living substances — some of them in n kind of 
relation to me afterwards. Time with his ten$c & — what a 
miraculous entity is he always ! The only figure I distinctly 
recollect and got printed on my brain tlmt night was John 
Clerk, there veritably hitching about, whose grim strong 
countenance with its black far-projecting brows, and look of 
great sagacity, fixed him in my memory. 

This scene alone remains recorded of Carlyle’s early 
Edinburgh experience. Of the University he says that 
he learned little there. In the Latin class he was 
under Professor Christieson, wlio ‘ never noticed him 
nor could distinguish him from another Mr. Irving 
Carlyle, an older, bigger boy, with red hah-, wild buck 
teeth, and scorched coin]>lcxion, aiul the worst Latinist 
of his acquaintance.’ 

In the classical field (he writes elsewhere) I am truly as 
nothin*^ Homer I learnt to read in the original with dilli- 
culty, after Wolf’s broad flash of liglib thrown into it ; 
iEschylus and Sopliocles mainly in translations. Tacitus 
and Virgil became really interesting to me ; Homer and 
-^•Ischylus above all ; Horace egoistical, leichtfertigy in sad 
fact I never cared for ; Cicero, after long and various trials, 
always proved a windy |)ei*son and a weariness to luc, ex- 
tinguished altogether by I\Iiddleton’s excellent though mis- 
judging life of liim. 

It was not much better witli philosophy. Dugald 
Stewart ha<l gone away two years before Carlyle entered. 
B^o^vn was the new professor, ‘an eloquent acute little 
gentleman, full of enthusiasm about simple suggestions, 
relative, &c.,’ unprofitable utterly to Carlyle, and 
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bewildering and dispiriting, as the autumn winds 
cimong' withered leaves. 

In mathematics only he made real progress. His 

•emperament was impatient of uncejdainties. He threw 

umself with delight into a form of knowledge in which 

the conclusions were indisputable, where at each step 

ho could plapt his foot with confidence. Professor 

she (Sir John Leslie aftenvards) discovered his talent 

and e.verted himself to help him with a zeal of which 

Carlyle never afteiwards ceased to speak with gratitude. 

That he made progress in mathematics was ■ perhaps ’ 
ns lie says, * ^ * 

due Iiiaiiily to the accident that Leslie alone of my Pro- 
fessor had some genius in his hiisine.ss, and awoke a Lrtain 

me aruTnon"? f u' S^onietry shone before 

n V i t o sciences, and I prosecuted it in all 

my best hour and moods. But far more pregnant inquiries 

and .gradually engrossing me, heart as 
idl as head, so that about 1820 or 1821 I had entirely 
till own niathcm.atic.s .aside, and c.reept in one or two brief 

d>uits, more or less of a morbid nature, h.ave never in the 
least regarded it further. 

Jet even in matlieinaf ics, on ground with which he 
w.is familmr, his shy nature was unfittod for display. 
Ho carried off no prizes. He tried only once, and 
ugh he was notoriously superior to all his com- 
peritors the crowd and noise of the class room prevented 
urn from even attempting to distinguish himself. I 

c.iine to him in proper form except when he tas alone. 
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‘Sartor Resartiis/ I have already said, must not be 
followed too literally as a biographical authority. It is 
mythic, not historical. Nevertheless, as mythic it may 
be trusted for the general outlines. 

The university whore I was educated (says Tcnfelsdrdcklj') 
still stands vivid enough in my remembrance, and I know 
its name well, which name, however, I from tenderness to 
existing interests shall in no wise divulge. It is my painful 
duty to say that out of England and Spain ours Wivs the 
worst of all hitherto discovered universities. This is indeed 
a time when right education is, as nearly as may be, im- 
possible ; however in degrees of wrongness there is no limit ; 
nay, I can conceive a woise system than that of the Nameless 
itst.'lf, as poisoned victual may be worse than absolute hunger. 

It is written, when the blind Iciul the blind, both, shall 
fall into the ditch. Wherefore in such circumstances may it 
not sometimes Ikj safer if both leader and led simply — sit 
still ? Had you anywhere in Grim Tartary walled in a 
square enclosure, furnished it with a small ill-chosen library, 
and then turned loose into it eleven hundred Christian strip- 
lings, to tumble about as they listed from three to seven 
ycare ; certain pereons under the title of professora being 
stationed at the gates to declare aloud that it wjis a univer- 
sity and exact considtmihlc admission fees, you had, not 
indeed in mechanical structure, yet in spirit and result, some 
imperfect substance of our High Seminary. . . . The pro- 
fessora in the Nameless lived with ease, with siifety, by a 
mere reputation constructed in pist times — and then, too, 
with no great olTort — by quite another class of persttns ; 
which reputation, like a strong brisk-going undei-shot wheel 
sunk into the general current, bade fair, with only a little 
annual repainting on their part, to hold long together, and 
of its own accord assiduously grind for them. Happy that 
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it was 60 for the millers ! They themselves needed nob to 
work. Tlicir attempts at ^s•ol•kiug, what they called cdi> 
eating, now when I look back on it fill me with a eextain 
mute admiration. , . , 

Besides all this we boasted ourselves a rational university, 
in the highest degree hostile to mysticism. Thus was the 
young vacant mind furnished with much talk about progress 
of the species, dark ages, prejudice and the like, so thal all 
wcie quickly blo\Mi out into a state of windy argumentative- 
ness, whereby the better sort hud soon to end in sick im- 
potent scepticism ; the woi-scr sort explode in finished 
self-conceit, and to all spiritual interests become dead. ... 
The liungry young looked up to their spiritual nui-scs, and 
for food were bidden eat the cast wind. What vain jargon 
of controversial metaphysics, etymology, and mechanical 
manipulation falsely named Science was current there, I 
indeed learnt better than perhaps the most. Among eleven 
hundred Christian youths there will nob be wanting some 
eleven eager to learn. By collision with such, a certain 
warmth, a certain polish was communicated ; by instinct and 
by happy accident I took less to rioting than to thinking 
and reading, wliich latter also 1 was free to do. Nay, from 
the Chaos of that library I succeeded in fishing up more 
books than had been known to the keeper thereof. The 
foundation of a literaiy life was hereby laid. I learned on 
my own sti-ength to read fluently in almost all cultivated 
languages, on almost all subjects and sciences. A certain 
gTOund-plan of human nature and life began to fashion itself 
in me, by additional experiments to be corrected and in- 
definitely extended.^ 

The teaching at a university is but half what is 
learned there ; the other half, and the most important, 

’ Sartor Batartu^, book ii. ch;ip. iii. 



COLLEGE STUDENT FRIENDS. 


29 


is what young men leam from one another. Carlyle’s 
friends at Edinburgh, the eleven out of the eleven 
hundred, were of his own rank of life, sons of peasants 
who had their own way to make in life. From their 
letters, many of which have been preserved, it is clear 
that they were clever good lads, distinctly superior to 
ordinary boys of their age, Carlyle himself holding the 
first place in their narrow circle. Their lives were pure 
and simple. Nowhere in these letters is there any 
jesting with vice, or light allusions to it. Ihe boys 
wrote to one another on the last novel of Scott or poem 
of Byron, on the * Edinburgh Review,’ on the war, on 
the fall of Napoleon, occasionally on geometrical 
problems, sermons, college exercises, and divinity 
lectures, and again on innocent tribes, with sketches, 
now and then humorous and bright, of Annandale life 
as it was seventy years ago. They looked to Carlyle to 
direct their judgment and advise them in difficulties. 
He was the prudent one of the party, able, if money 
matters went wrong, to help them out of his humble 
savings. He was already noted, too, for power of 
effective speech — ‘ far too sarcastic for so young a man * 
was what elder people said of him. One of his cor- 
respondents addressed him always as ‘Jonathan,’ or 
‘Dean,’ or ‘Doctor,’ as if he was to be a second Swift. 
Others called him Parson, perhaps from his intended 
profession. All foretold future greatness to him of one 
kind or another. They recognised that he was not like 
other young men, that he was superior to other young 
men, in character as well as intellect. ‘ Knowing lunv 
j’ou abhor all affectation’ is an expression used to him 
when he was still a mere boy. 
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His destination was ‘ the ministry,* and for this, 
knowing how much his father and mother wished it, he 
tried to prepare himself. He was already conscious, 
however, ‘that lie had not the least enthusiasm for 
that business, that even grave jirohibitory doubts were 
gradually rising ahead. Formalism was not the pineh- 
ing point, had there been the preliminary of belief 
forthcoming.’ ‘ No church or speaking entity whatever,’ 
he admitted, * can do without formulas, but it must 
bdieve them first if it would be honest.* 

Two letters to Carlyle from one of these early friends 
may be given here as specimens of the rest. They brino- 
back the Annandale of 1814, and show a faint kind o^f 
image of Carlyle himself reflected on the writer’s mind. 
His name was Hill. He was about Carlyle’s age, and 
subscribes himself Peter Pindar. 

To Thomas Carlyle. 

CiisM»'l);ink : Jauuriry I, 1S14. 

Awi * • .\ .. Whul SW. Wu.ithtT hiizy, 

'N hat IS the life of man ? Is it not to shift from trouble 

to tiouhlc and from side to side ? to button up one cause of 
ve.\ation mid unbutton another ? So wrote the celebrated 
bterne, so (luotcd the no less celebrated Jonathan, and so 
may the poor devd Pindar apply it to himself. You mention 
some t\so or tlirec disuppoiutmciibs you have met with lately. 

1' or shame, Sir, to be so iieevish and s[)lenetic I Your dis- 
ai.pumtments arc ‘trifles light as air’ when compared with 
the vexations and disappomtincnU I have experienced I 
was vexed and grieved to the very soul and beyond the soul 
to go to Galloway and be deprived of the pleasure of— some- 
fchitig you know nothing about. I was disappointed on my 
return at finding /ur in a devil of a bad shy humour. I wii 
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but why do I talk to you about such things ? Thci-e are 

joys and sorrows, pleasures and piins, with whicli a Stoic 
Piatomc humdrum bookworm sort of fellow like you, SLi-, 
intcrmcddlcth not, and consequently ciiii have no idea of, 
1 w;is disappointed in Bona|);irtc’s escaping to Paris when he 
ought to have been taken prisoner by the allies at Lei|3sic. 
I was disappointed at your not mentioning anything about 
our old aapiaiutances at Edinburgh. Liist night there was 
a Hag on the mail, and to-night when I oxjxjcted a Gazette 
announcing some great victory, the taking of Bayonne or the 
marching of AVcllington to Bourdeaux, I was disappointed 
that the cause of all the rejoicing was an engagement with 
the French under the walls of Bayonne, in which we lost 
upwards of 500 men killed and 3,000 wounded, and diew oil 
the i*emainder of our army safe from the destroying weapons 
of the enemy. I was disappointed kist Sunday, after 1 liad 
got my stockings on, to Hnd that there was a hole in the 
heel of one of them. I read a great many books at Kirk- 
ton, and Wi\s dLsap|>ointed at finding faults in almost every 
one of them. 1 will be disap))ointed ; but what 8ignific.s 
going on at tliis rate ? Uuiuixed happiness is not the lot of 
man — 

Of chauco iiUii ctiaugo, oh I let cot djud couiplaiu, 

KLso Dover, cover, will ho cojiso to waih 

The weather is dull ; I am melancholy. Good night. 

P.S. — ^ly dearest Dean, — The wejither is quite altered. 
The wind has veered about to the north. I am in good 
spirits, am liuppy. 

Frovi the Same* 


C;isllchauk : Mitv 9. 

Dear Doctor, — I received yours last night, and a scuri ilons, 
blackguarding, flattering, vexing, jK;rnicked, humorons, 
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known to mys“f 

u ow jjijfecir, can t 1 advise uou to fallin lnv/» •> : 

■ns as I do that love is attended with o^w still n t ' 
hesc ate amply compensated by the tendeltev t’h 1 

rf 

a subject foi an epic i>oem. Peter mves him f 

Mgi-comic descni.tion of a wedding at JWiddlebie with 

the return home in a tempest, which he thinks n 

Tour rcficctions on the fall of N‘onn],.t»,a k • 

;*r. ..hservation of a friend of mine the other da "'"l w 

uii? these hues m Shakespeare .and ap,.lyi„. then, to nului' 


Jjnt ve5ter.lav tho woni of Cmsar rnight 
JIavo MOO.! ug.-unst the workj ; now lies he there 
An.l none so poor to do him rerert-nce. 
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•Ay, very true,’ quoth he ; ‘the fallow could na be con- 
tent wi* maist all Europe, and now he’s glad o’ Elba room.’ 

Now, Doctor, let me repeat my instructions to you in a 
few words. Write immediately a very long letter ; wTite an 
epic poem as soon as may be. Send me some more * remarks.’ 
Tell me how you are, how you are spending your time in 
Edinburgh. Fall in love as soon as you can meet with a 
proper object. Ever be a friend to Pindar, and thou shalt 
always find one in the heart subdued, nob subduing, 

Peter. 

In default of writings of his own, scarcely any of 
which survive out of this early period, such lineaments 
of Carlyle as ai>pear tlirough these letters are not with- 
out instructiveness. 
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CITAPTER III. 

A.D. 1814. iET. 19. 

Having finished his college cour.so, Carlyle looked 
ont, for pupils to mnintain himself. The ministry was 
still his formal destination, but several years had still 
to ola[>se before a final resolution would be necessary — 
four year.s if he remained in Edinburgh attending 
h'oturos in the Divinity Hall; six if he preferred 
t‘> 1)0 a rural Divinity student, presenting himself once 
ill ovory twelve months at the University and reading 
a ilis<-ourso. lie did not wish to hasten matters, and, 
the puj)!! business being precarious and the mathe- 
matical tutorship at Annan falling vacant, Carlyle 
olTerod for it and was elected by competition in 1814. 
He never liked teaching. The recommendation of the 
jdace was the sixty or seventy’ pounds a year of salary, 
which relieved his father of further expense upon him, 
and enabled him to put by a little money every year, 
to he of use in future either to himself or his family- 
In other respects the life at Annan was only disagree- 
able. Ills tutor’s work lie did scrupulously well, but 
the society of a country town liad no interest for him. 
Ho would not visit. He lived alone, shutting himself 
up vith his hooks, di.slikod the btisiness more and more, 
and came finally to hate it. Annan, associated as it 
was with the odious memories of his schooldays, had 
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indeed but one merit — that he was within reach of his 
family, especially of his xnoTlier, to whom**he was 
attached with a real passion. 

His father had by this time given up business at 
Ecclefechan, and had taken a farm in the neighbour- 
hood. The great north road which runs through the 
village lises gradually into an upland treeless glass 
country. About two miles distant on the left-hand 
side as you go towards I^ckerby, there stands, about 
three hundred yards in from the road, a solitary low 
whitewashed cottage, with a few poor outbuildings 
attached to it. This is IMainhill, which was now for 
many years tn be Carlyle’s Aomc, where he first learned 
German, studied ‘Faust’ in a dry ditch, and completed 
his tmnslation of ‘Wilhelm Meister.’ The liouse itself 
is, or was when the Carlyles occupied it, of one stoiy, and 
consisted of three rooms, a kitchen, a small beilroom, 
and a large one connected with the kitchen by a pas- 
sage. The door opens into a square farmyartl, on one 
^ide of which are stables, on the other side opposite 
the door the cow byres, on the third a washhouse and 
dairy. The situation is high, utterly bleak and swept - 
by all the winds. Not a tree shelters the premises ; 
the fences are low, the wind permitting nothing to 
grow but sttmted thorn. The view alone r<'deoms the 
dreariness of the situation. On the left is the great 
hill of Ihimswark. Broad Annandale stretches in front 
down to the Solway, whi<'h shines like a long silver 
riband; on the right is IToddam Hill with the Tower 
of Rcpcntjince on its crest, and the woo<led slopes which 
mark the line of the river. Beyond towers up CrifTcl, 
and in the far distance Skiddaw, and Saddleback, and 

3 —^ 
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Helvellyn, and the High Cumberland ridges on the 
track of the Eoman wall. Here lived Carlyle’s father 
and mother with their eight children, Carlyle himself 
spending his holidays with them ; the old man and his 
younger sons cultivating the sour soil and winning a 
hard-earned living out of their toil, the mother and 
daughtei'8 doing the household work and minding cows 
and poultry, and taking their turn in the field with the 
rest in harvest time. 

So two years passed away; Carlyle remaining at 
Annan. Of his own writing during this period there is 
little preserved, but his correspondence continued, and 
from his friends’ letters glimpses can be gathered of his 
temper and occupations. He was mainly busy with 
mathematics, but he was reading incessantly, Ilumo’s 
Essays among other books. He was looking out into 
the world, meditating on the fall of Napoleon, on the 
French Revolution, and thinking much of the suffer- 
ing in Scotland which followed the close of the war. 
'i'here were sarcastic sketches, too, of the families with 
which he was thrown in Annan. Robert ISIitchell (an 
Kdinl'urgh student who had become master of a school 
at Ruthwcll) rallies him on ‘having reduced the fair 
and fat academicians into scorched, singed, and 
shrivelled hags;’ and hinting a warning ‘against 
the temper with respect to this world which we are 
sometimes apt to entertain,* he suggests that young 
men like him and his correspondent ‘ought to think 
how many are worse off than they,* ‘should be thankful 

for what they had, and not allow imagination to create 
unreal distress.’ 

lo another fiiend, Thomas Mui ray, author afterwards 
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of a history of Galloway, Carlyle had complained of his 
fate in a light and less bitter spirit. To an epistle 
written in this tone Murray replied with a description 
of Carlyle’s style, which deserves a place if but for the 
fulfilment of the prophecy which it contains. 

I have had the pleasure of receiving, my dear Carlyle, 
your very humorous and friendly letter, a letter remarkable 
for vivacity, a Shandean turn of expression, and an affection- 
ate pathos, which indicate a peculiar turn of mind, make 
sincerity doubly striking and wit doubly poignant. You 
flatter me with saying my letter was good ; but allow me to 
observe that among all my elegant and respectable corre- 
spondents there is none whose manner of letter-wTiting I so 
much envy as yours. A happy flow of language either for 
pathos, description, or humour, and an easy, graceful current 
of ideas, appropriate to every subject, characterise your style. 
Tliis is not adulation ; I speak what I think. Your letters 
will always be a feast to me, a varied and exquisite repast ; 
and the time, I hope, will come, but I trust is far distant, 
when these our juvenile epistles will be read and probably 
applauded by a generation unborn, and that the name of 
Carlyle, at least, will be inseparably connected with the 
literary history of the nineteenth century. Generous ambi- 
tion and perseverance will overcome every difficulty, and 
our great Johnson says, * Where much is attempted some- 
thing is performed.’ You will, perhaps, recollect that when 
I convoyed you out of towrn in April, 1814, we were very 
sentimental : we said tliat few knew us, and still fewer took 
an interest in us, and that we would slip through the world 
inglorious and unkno^vn. But the prospect is altered. We 
are probably as well known, and have made as great a figure, 
as any of the same standing at college, and we do not know, 
but will hope, what twenty years may bring forth. 
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A letter from you every forbni|jht shall be answered 
faithfully, and will be highly delightful ; and if we live to 
be seuioi's, the lettei*s of the companioos of our youth >7111 
call to mind our college scenes, endeared to us by many 
tender associations, and will make us forget that we ai-e poor 
and old. . . . That you may be always successful and enjoy 
every hai)piness that this evanescent world can alFord, and 
that we may meet soon, is, my de;u' Carlyle, the sincere wish 
of 

Yours most faithfully, 

TiioAiAs Muuuay. 

5 Curoegio Street: July 27, lSi4* 

MuiTuy kept Carlyle’s answer to this far-seeing letter. 

Tliomaa Ctirlijh'. io 'I'lwnuis M'u/t'i'ay. 

_ Aagiisf, 1S14. 

Oh, Tom, what a foolish flattering creature thou art 1 To 

talk of future eminence in connection with the literary 
history of the nineteenth century to such a one as me! 
Alas ! my good lad, when I and all my fancies and reveries 
• and speculations shall have been swept over with the besom 
of oblivion, the literary history of no century will feel itself 
the woi'se. Yet think not, because I talk tluis, I am careless 
of literary fame. No ; Heaven knows that ever since I have 
been able to form a wish, the wish of being known lias been 
the foremost. 

Oh, Fortune I thou that givest unto each his portion in 
tliis dirty jflanet, bestow (if it shall ])lease thee) eoronet.s, 
and crowns, and principalities, and pm-se-s, and pudding, and 
power U])oii the great and noble and fat ones of the eartli. 
(Jrant me that, with a heart of independence unyielding to 
thy favuui-s and uiibeiidiiig to thy frowns, I may attain to 
literary fame ; and though slarvutiou be my lot, I will smile 
that 1 have not been born a king. 
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But alas ! iny dear Mun-.iy, what am I, or what arc you, 
or what is any other poor unfriended stripling in the ranks 
of learning ? 

These college companions were worthy aiici innocent 
young men ; none of them, however, came to any very 
high position, and Carlyle’s ciireer was now about to 
intersect with the life of a fur more famous contempo- 
rary who flamed up a few years later into meridian 
splendour and then disappeared in delirium. Edward 
Irving was the son of a well-to-do burgess of Annan, by 
profession a tanner. Irving was five years older than 
Carlyle ; he had preceded him at Annan School ; he had 
gone thence to Edinburgh University, where he harl 
specially distinguished himself, and had been selected 
afterwards to manage a school at Haddington, where 
his success as a teacher had been again conspicuous. 
Among his pupils at Haddington there was one gifted 
little girl who will be hereafter much heard of in these 
pages, Jane Baillic Welsh, daughter of a Dr. Welsh 
whose s urgical fame was then great in that part of 
Scotland^ a remarkable man who liked Irving and 
trusted his only child in his hands. The Haddington 
adventure had answered so well that Irving, after a 
year or two, was removed to a larger school at Kirk- 
caldy, where, though no fault was found with Ids 
teaching, he gave less complete satisfaction. A party 
among his patrons there thought him too severe with 
the boys, thought him proud, thought him this or 
that which they did not like. The dissentients re- 
solved at last to have a secorifl school of their own, 
be managed in a <litrerent style, and they applied to 



40 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


the classical and mathematical professors at Edinburgh 
to recommend them a master. Professor Christieson 
and Professor Leslie, who had noticed Carlyle more 
tlian he was aware of, had decided that he was the 
fittest person that they knew of; and in the summer 
of 1816 notice of the offered preferment was sent down 
to him at Annan. 

He had seen Irving’s face occasionally in Eccle- 
feehan church, and once afterwards, as has been said, 
when Irving, fresh from his college distinctions, had 
looked in at Annan school; but they had no personal 
accjuaintance, nor did Carlyle, while he was a master 
there, ever visit the Irving family. Of course, however, 
he was no stranger to the reputation of their brilliant 
son, with whose fame all Annandale was ringing, and 
with whom kind friends had compared him to his o^vn 
disadvantiige. 

I (he says) had heard much of Irving all along, how dis- 
t.ingnished in studios, how splendidly successful as a teacher, 
how two professors had sent him out to Haddington, and 
how Ids new academy and new methods were illuminating 
and astonishing everything there. I don’t remember any 
malicious envy towards this great Irving of the distance 
For his greatness in study and learning. I certainly might 
liave had a tendency hadn’t I struggled against it, and tried 
to make it emulation. ‘ Do the like, do the like under diffi- 
cidties.’ 

In the winter of 1815 Carlyle for the first time 
personally met Irving, and the beginning of the ac- 
(juaintance was not promising. He was still pursuing 
his Divinity course. Candidates who could not attend 
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the regular lectures at the University came up once a 
year and delivered an address of some kind in the 
Divinity Hall. One already — in the first year of his 
Annan mastership — he had given in an English sermon 
on the text ‘ Before I was aiEicted I went astray,* &c. 
He calls it ‘a weak flowery sentimental piece,* for 
which, however, he had been complimented ‘ by com- 
rades and professors.* His next was a discourse in Latin 
on the question whether there was or was not such a 
thing as ‘ Natural Religion.’ This, too, he says was 
‘weak enough.* It is lost, and nothing is left to show 
the view which he took about the matter. But here 
also he gave sjitisfaction, and was innocently pleased 
with himself. It was on this occasion that he fell in 
accidentally with Irving at a friend’s rooms in Edin- 
burgh, and there was a trifling skirmish of tongue 
between them, where Irving found the laugh turned 
against him. 

A few months after came Carlyle’s appointment to 
Kirkcaldy as Irving’s quasi rival, and perhaps he felt 
a little uneasy as to the terms on which they might 
stand towards each other. His alarms, however, were 
pleasantly dispelled. He was to go to Kirkcaldy in 
the summer holidays of 1816 to see the people there 
and be seen by them before coming to a final arrange- 
ment. Adam Hope, one of the masters in Annan 
School, to whom Carlyle was much attached, and whose 
portrait he has painted, had just lost his wife. Carlyle 
had gone to sit with the old man in his sorrows, and 
unexpectedly fell in with Irving there, who had come 
on the same eirand. 
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If (he says) I luid been in doubts about his reception of 
me, he quickly and for ever ended them by a friendliness 
which on wider scenes might have been called chivalrous. 
At first sight he heartily shook my hand, welcomed me as if 
I had been a valued old acquaintance, ahnost a brother, and 
before my leaving came up to me again and with the frankest 
toEie said, ‘ You are coining to Kirkcaldy to look about you 
in a month or two. You know I am there ; my house and 
all that I can do for you is yours ; two Annandale people 
must not be strangei*s in Fife.* The doubting Thomas durst 
not (piite believe all this, so chivalrous was it, but felt pleased 
and relieved by the line and sincere tone of it, and thought 
to himself, ‘ Well, it would be pretty.* 

To Kirkcaldy, then, Carlyle went with hopes so 
far improved. How Irving kept his word ; how 
warmly he received him ; how he opened his house, 
liis library, his heart to him ; li«jw they walked and 
talked togetlu.T on KirkeaUly Sands on the suiniTier 
nights, aiul toured together in holitlay time through 
the Highlands j how Carlyle found in him a most 
precious and alVeefionate comi)anion at the most 
critical period of his life — all this he has himself 
described. The reuiler will find it for himself in the 
Uemiiiiscences which he has left of the time. 

Irving (l^e says) was four yearn my senior, the faalA 
princej?.-i for success and reputation among the Edinburgli 
students, famed mathematician, famed teacher, fust at Had- 
tiington, then here, a flourishing man whom cross fortune 
Was beginning to nibble at. He received me with oj)en 
arms, and was a brother to ine and a friend there and else- 
where afterwards — such Iriend as I never liad again or before 
in this world, at heart constant liU he died. 
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1 am temiitcd to fill many pages with extracted 
pictures of the Kirkcaldy life as Carlyle has drawn 
them. But they ciin be read in their place, and there 
is much else to tell ; my business is to supply what is 
left untold, rather than give over again what has been 
told ah'cady. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A.D. 1817. A5T. 22. 

CoRREsroxDENCE with his family had commenced and 
was regularly continued from the day when Carlyle 
went fir.st to college. The letters, however, which are 
preserved begin with his settlement at Kirkcaldy. 
I'rom this time they are constant, regular, and, from 
the care with which they have been kept on both 
sides, are to be numbered in thousands. Father, 
mother, brothers, sisters, all wrote in their various 
styles, and all received answers. They were ‘a 
clannish folk’ holding tight together, and Carlyle was 
looked up to as the scholar among them. Of these 
letters I ciin give but a few here and there, but they 
will bring before the eyes the lAIainhill farm, and all 
that was going on there in a sturdy, pious, and 
lionourable Annandale peasant’s household. Carlyle 
had spent his Christmas holidays 1816-17 at home as 
usual, and had returned to work. 

Jfdntes Oavlyle to Thomas Oarlyle 

X M-'i'nliill: FebniJirv 12, 1817. 

Bear Son,— I embrace this 0])portunity of wi-iting yon a 
few hues With the carrier, as I had nothing to say that was 
north postage, having written to you largely the last time. 
Rut only I have reason to be thankful that I can still tell 
you that we are aU in good health, blessed be God for all his 
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mercies towards us. Your luoblier has gob your stockings 
ready now, and I think thci*e are a few jniii-s of very good 
ones. Times is vc^ bad here for labourers — work is no 
brisker and living is high. TIiei*o have been meetings held 
by the lairds and farmers to assist them in getting meal. 
They propose to take all the meal that can be sold in the 
p;\rish to Ecclefechau, for which they sliall have full price, 
and there they sign another paper telling how much money 
they will give to reduce the price. The charge is given to 
James Bell, Mr. Miller, and William Graham to sell it. 

Mr. Lawson, our priest, is doing very well, and has given 
us no more paraphrases ; but seems to please every pei-son 
that hears him, and indeed he is well attended every day. 
The sacrament is to be the fii'st Sabbath of March, and he is 
visiting his people, but has nob reached ilainliill. Youi 
mother was very anxious to have the house done before he 
cjiine, or else she said she would run over the hill and hide her- 
self. &andyi and T g n U .o w n rk ^oon after you went away, built 
partitions, and ceiled — a good floor laid — and indeed it is very 
dry and comfortable at this time, and we are very snug and 
have no want of the necessaries of life. Our crop is as good as I 
expected, and our sheep and all our cattle living and doing very 
well. Your mother thought to have witten to you ; but the 
carrier 8top|)cd only two days at home, and she being a very 
slow writer could nob get it done, but she will write next 
oi>portunity. I add no more but your mother’s comj.liments, 
and she sends you half the cheese that she was telling yon 
about^ ^y in your next how your butter ia coming on, 
and tell us when it is done and we will send you more. 
Write soon after you receive this, and tell us all your news 
and how you are coming on. I say no more, but remain, 

Dear son, your loving father, 

Jamks Caiilyle. 

^ Alcxaoder Curlylo, tbo second dou. 
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Thomas Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle (MainhUL). 

Kirkenltly : March 17, 1817. 

My dear Mother, — I hare been long intending to write 
you a line or two in order to let you know my state and con- 
dition, but having nothing worth wTiting to communicate I 
ha\c j)ub-itL_oir j^rom time to time. Tlicre was little enjoy- 
ment for any person at Mainhill when I was there last, but I 
look forward to the ensuing autumn, when I hope to have 
the liappincss of discussing matters with you as we were 
wont to do of old. It gives me pleasure to hear that the 
bairns arc at school. There are few things in this world 
more valuable than knowledge, and youth is the period for 
acquiring it. ith the exception of the religious and moral 
instruction which I had the happiness of receiving fi'otn my 
parents, aiid wliich I humbly tnjst will not be entirely lost 
ii]>on me, there is nothing for wliicli I feel more gmtoful 
than for the ccliicat:oii which they have bestowed upon me. 
Sandy was getting fond of reading when lie went away. I 
liojHj he and Aitken^ will continue their operations now that 
he is at home. There cannot he imagined a more honest 
way of employing spare hours. 

My way of life in this place is much the same as formerly. 
'Fhe sclmol is doing pretty well, and my health through tlic 
winter has been uniformly good. I liavo little intercourse 
with the natives here ; yet there is no diyness between us. 
We are always happy to'meet and happy to part ; but their 
society is not very valuable to me, and my books arc friends 
that never fail me. Sometimes I sec the minister and some 
otlicrs of tliem, with whom I am very well sjitisticd, and 
Irving and I arc very friendly ; so I am never wearied or at 
a loss to pass tlie time. 

I had designed this night to write to Aitken about his 

' John AilkcQ Carljle. the third «on, aftcrwanls known na Joho. 
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books and studies, but I will scarcely have time to say any- 
thing. There is a book for him in the box, and I would 
have sent him the geometry, but it was not to be had in the 
town. I have sent you a scarf jvs near the kind as Aitken’s 
very scanty description would allow mo to come. I hope it 
will please you. It is as good as any that the merchant had. 
A shawl of the same materials would have been warmer, but 
I had no authority to get it. Perhaps you would like to 
have a shawl also. If you will tell me what colour you pre- 
fer, I will send it you with all the pleasure in the world. I 
expect to hear from you as soon as you can find leisure. 
You must be very fuinute in your account of your domestic 
affairs. My father once spoke of a threshing machine. If 
twenty pounds or so will help him, they are quite ready at 
his service. 

I remain, dear mother, your affectionate son, 

Thomas Caulyle. 

Mrs. Carlyle could barely write at this time. She 
tiiught herself later in life for the pleasure of com- 
municating with her son, between whom and herself 
there existed a special and passionate attachment of a 
quite peculiar kind. She was a severe Calvinist, anfl 
watched with the most affectionate anxiety over her 
children’s spiritual welfare, her eldest boy’s above all. 
The hope of her life was to see him a minister — a 
‘ priest ’ she would have called it — and she was already 
alarmed to know that he had no inclination that way. 

Mtb. Carlyle to Tliorruts Carlyle. 

Maiohill: 10, IfilT. 

Dear Son, — I take tliis opportunity of WTitiiig yon few 
Unofl, as you will get it free. I lon^ to have a cniek,® and 


’ Familiar talk« 
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look forward to August, trusting to see thee once more, but 
in hope the meantime. Oh, Tom, mind the golden season 
of youth, and remember your Creator in the days of your 
youth. Seek God while He may be found. Call upon Him 
while He is near. We hear that the world by wisdom knew 
not God. Pray for His presence with you, and His counsel 
to guide you. Have you got through the Bible yet ? If 
you have, read it again. I hope you will not \veary, and 
may the Lord open your understanding. 

I have no news to tell you, but thank God we are all in 
our ordinary way. I hope you are well. I thought you would 
have ^VTitten before now. I received your present and was 
very proud of it. I called it ‘ my son’s venison.* Do widte 
as soon as this comes to hand and tell us all your news. I 
am glad you are so contented in your place. We ought all 
to be thankful for our places in these distressing times, for I 
dare say they are felt keenly. We send you a small piece 
of ham and a minding of butter, as I am sure yours is done 
before now. Tell us about it in your next, and if anything 
is wanting. 

Good night, Tom, for it is a very stormy night, and I 
must away to the b^Te to milk. 

Now, Tom, be sure to tell me about your chapters. No 
more from 

Your old 

Minnie. 

The letters from the other members of the family 
were sent equally regularly whenever there was an 
opportunity, and give between them a perfect picture 
of healthy rustic life at the Mainhill farm — the 
brothers and sisters down to the lowest all hard at 
work, the little ones at school, the elders ploughing. 
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reaping, tending cattle, or minding the dairy, and in 
the intervals reading history, reading Scott*s novels, 
or even trying at geometry, which was then Carlyle’s 
own favourite study. In the summer of 1817 the 
mother had a severe illness, by which her mind was 
affected. It was necessary to place her for a few weeks 
under restraint away from home— a step no doubt 
just and necessary, but which she never wholly forgave, 
but resented in her own humorous way to the end of 
her life. The disorder soon passed off, however, and 
never returned. 

Aleanwhile Carlyle was less completely contented 
with his position at Kirkcaldy than he had let his 
mother suppose. For one thing he hated school- 
mastering, and would, or thought he would, have pre- 
ferred to work with his hands ; while except Irving he 
had scarcely a friend in the place for whom he cared. 
His occupation shut hi m out from the best kind of 
society, which there, as elsewhere, had its exclusive 
rules. He was received, for Irving’s sake, in the family 
e . Martin, the minister; and was in some degree 
of intimacy there, liking Martin himself, and to some 
extent, but not much, his wife and daughters, to one of 
whom Irving had, perhaps too precipiutely, become 
engaged. There were others also— Mr. Swan, a Kiik- 
«i dy merchant, particularly— of whom he had a grate- 
ful remembrance ; but it is clear, both from Irving’s 
letters to him and from his own confession, that he was 
uot popular either there or anywhere. Shy and 
reserved at one moment, at another sarcasti<all v self- 
assorting, with forces working in him which he did not 
himself understand, and which still less could he 
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understood by others, he could neither properly nccom- 
modate lu'mself to tlie tone of Scotch provincial drawing- 
rooms, nor even to the business which he had especially 
to do. A man of genius can do the lowest work as well 
as the highest ; but genius in. the process of developing, 
combined with an irritable nervous system and a 
fiercely impatient temperament, was not happily oc- 
cupied in teaching stupid lads the elements of Latin 
and arithmetic. Nor were matters mended when the 
Town Corjioration, who were his masters, took upon- 
them, as sometimes happened, to instruct or rebuke 
him. 

Life, however, even under these hard circumstances, 
was not without its romance. I borrow a passage from 
the ‘ Reminiscences 

The Kirkcaldy population were a pleasant, honest Icind 
of fellow mortals, something of qiiiotly fruitful, of good old 
Scotch in their works and ways, more vernacular, peaceably 
fixed and almost genial in their mode of life, than I had been 
used to in the border home land. Fife generally we liked. 
Those ancient little burghs and sea villages, with their poor 
little havens, salt-pans and wcathor-boatcn bits of Cyclopean 
breakwaters, and rude innocent machineries, are still kindly 
to me to think of. Kirkcaldy itself had many looms, had 
Baltic trade, whale fishery, &c., and was a solidly diligent 
and yet by no means a panting, puffing, or in any wav 
gambling ‘ Lang Toun.’ Its flax-mill inacliincry, I remember, 
was turned mainly by wind ; and curiotis blue-painted wheels 
wth oblique vans rose from many roofs for that end. We, 
I in particular, always rather liked the people, though from 
the distance chiefly, chagrined and discouraged by the sad 
trade one had. Some hospitable human fire sides I found. 
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nnd these W'crc at intciTals a fine little element; but in 
general we were but onlookers, tlic one real society our books 
and our few sekes. Not even with the bright young ladies 
(which was a sad fej\ture) were we gciienilly on sjMjaking 
terms. Hy far the brightest and cleverest, liowever, an ex- 
pupil of Irving’s, and gciiLalogically and otlierwise, licing 
poorish and well-bred, rather a kind of alien in the place, I did 
at last make some acquaintance with — at Irving’s first, I think, 
though she rarely came thither — and it might easily have 
been more, had she and her aunt and our economics atid 
other circumstances liked. She was of the fair-coinpicxioncd. 
softly elegant, softly grave, witty and comely ty|ie, and had 
a good deal of gracefulness, intelligence, and other talent. 
Irving, too, it was sometimes thought, found her very in- 
teresting, could the Miss Martin honds have allowed, which 
they never would. To me, who had only known IiJr for a 
few montlis, and who within a twelve or Jiftecn months miw 
the la.st of her, she continued, for perhaj® tliree yearn, a 
figure hanging more or less in my fancy, on Llie usual 
romantic, or latterly quite elegiac and silent terms, and to 
this day there is in me a good will to her, a candid and 
gentle pity, if needed at all. She was of t))c Aberdeenshire 
Gordons, Margaret Gordon, bom I think in New Bruns- 
wick, where her father, probably in some onicial post, had 

died young and poor ; her accent was prettily English, and 
her voice very fine. 

An aunt (widow in Fife, childless with limited n'souroes 
hnt of fnigal cultivated turn; a lean proud elderly dame, 
once a Miss Gordon hi-rself ; .Siing Scotch songs beautifully, 
and talked shrewd Alierdcenish in accent ami otherwise) had 
^opted her and brought her hither over seas ; and here, as 
Arvmg sex-pupil, she now, cheery though with dim outlook.s 

x Ohesgow one summer tour- 

&c. ; he himself accompanying joyfully— not joining, so 

4—2 
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I understood it, the retinue of suitors or potential suitors ; 
rather perhaps indicating gently ‘ No, I must not.’ A year 
or so after wc heard the fair Margaret had married some 
rich jSIr. Something, who afterwards got into Parliament, 
thence out to * Nova Scotia * (or bo) as governor, and I 
heard of her no more, except that lately she was still 
living cliildless as the ‘dowager lady,* her Mr. Sometliing 
having got knighted before dying. Poor Margaret I I saw 
her recognisably to me here in her London time, 1840 or so, 
twice ; once with her maid in Piccadilly promenading — little 
altered ; a second time that same year, or next, on horseback 
b >th of us, and meeting in the gate of Hyde Park, when her 
eyes (hut that was all) said to me almost touchingly, yes, 
yes, that is you. 

ISIavgarefc Gordon was the original, so far as there was 
an original, of Blumine in. * Sartor Pesartus.’ Two 
letters from her remain among Carlyle’s papers, which 
show that on both sides their regard for each other had 
found expression. Circumstances, however, and the 
unpromising appearance of Carlyle’s situation and 
prospects, forbade an engagement between them, and 
aequit the aunt of needless harshness in peremptorily 
putting an end to their acquaintance. Miss Gordon 
took leave of him as a ‘sister’ in language of affec- 
tionate advice. A single passage may be quoted to 
show how the young unknown Kirkcaldy schoolmaster 
appeareil in the eyes of the young high-bom lady who 
had thus for a moment crossed his path. 

And now, my dear friend, a long long adieu ; one advice, 
and as a parting one consider, value it. Cultivate the milder 
dispositions of your heart. Subdue the more extravagant 
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visions of the brain. In time your abilities must be known. 
Among your acquaintance they are already beheld with 
wonder and delight. By those whose opinion will be valuable, 
they hereafter will be appreciated. Genius will render you 
great. May vii-tue render you beloved 1 Remove the awful 
distance between you and ordinary men by kind and gentle 
manners. Deal gently with their inferiority, and be con- 
vinced they will resix'ct you as much and like you more. 
^Vhy concejil the r^;; d Lmodness that flows in vour honrt. ? j 
have ventured tliis counsel from an anxiety for your future 
welfare, and I would enforce it with all the earnestness of 
the most sincere friendship. Let your light shine before 
men, and tliink them not unworthy the trouble. This exer- 
cise will prove its own reward. It must be a pleasing thing 
to live in the affections of others. Again adieu. Pardon 
the freedom I have used, and when you think of me be it as 
a kind sister, to whom your hajipiness will always yield 
delight, and your griefs sorrow. 

Yours, with esteem and regard, 

M. 

I give you not my address because 1 dare not promise ta 
see you. f 
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CHAPTER V. 

I A.D. 1818. AiT. 23. 

Carlylf, had by this time abando ned t he thought of the 
‘ministry* as his jjossiblc future profe.ssion — not with- 
out a stj’ugglo, for both his father’s and his mother’s 
hearts had been set uj)on it; but the ‘grave pro- 
Iiibitive doubts* which luid risen in him of their own 
accord liad been strengthened by Gibbon, whom he 
had found in Irving’s library and eagerly devoured. 
Never at any time had he ‘ the least inclination * for such 
an office, and his father, though deeply disappointed, 
was too genuine a man to offer the least remonstrance.' 
1 he ‘schoolmastering* too, after two years’ experience 
of it, became intcdcrable. His disposition, at once 
shy and dcliaiiMy proud, had peiplc-xcd and displeased 

* ^ ilh me/ ho says iu a priviilo note» ‘ it wiis never much in favour, 
though jiiy piin iils bilcully much wishcil it, I knew well, Fimiiugl 
hixd ubjccliaLai, my f.ithcr, with a iiMgijauiniity which I admiruil ami 
jnlniiru, left mo fraukly to my owu guntaace iu that inaticr, 4 is did my 
molher, perhaps .still more lovingly, though not su bileiilly; and tho 
theological course which could bu prosecuted or kep^opeu by appearing 
annually, putting down your name, but with some trilling fee, id the 
register, and thon going your way. was, alter perhaps two years of this 

languid form, allowed to close itself for good, I remember yet being on 
tho street in Argyll t^quaru, Edinburgh, probably in 1S17. and come 
over from Kirkcaldy with some intent, the languiilost possible, still to 
put clown my Damo aud fee. Tho oHicial prr.'^on, whoa I rung, w:v 3 
oot at homo. aOil my instant feeling wjus, ‘‘Vory good, thou, very 
good ; lot this bo Finis in tho matter,** aud it really was/ 
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the Kirkcaldy burghers. Both he and Irving also 
fell into unpleasant collisions with them, and neither 
of the two was suthciently docile to submit tiimcly to 
reproof.* An opposition school had been set up which 
drew off the pupils, and finally they both concluded 
that they had had enough of it — ‘ better die than be 
a schoolmaster for one’s living’ — and would seek some 
other means of supporting themselves. Carlyle had 
passed his summer holidays as usual at Mainhill 
(1818), where he had perhaps tidked over his prospects 
with his family. On his return to Kirkcaldy in 
September he wrote to his father explaining his 
situation. He had saved about 90^., on which, with 
his thrifty habits, he said that he could support him- 
self in Edinburgh till he could ‘fall into some other 

' Carlylo says Id the Rrmitiiscences that Irvlug w.is accused of harsh- 
ness to the boys. Kirkcaldy tradition h:is pros..TVc<l instances of it. 
which sound comical enough at a distance, but were no matter of 
laughter to the sufferers. A correspondent writos to me:— ‘Irving 
hius the reputation to this day of being a very hard tiia.ster. Ho 
thnished tho boys frcQuontly and unmercifully. A story in illustration 
w:us told me. A cari>ent«r, a bit of a character, whoso shop was 
directly op|>osito Irving’s school, hearing a fearful howling ono d.ay, 
rushed across, axw in hau>l, drove up tho door, .and to Irving's query what 
ho did there, replied, “ I th>icht yo were killia’ the Ia»l. and cam’ over 
tile SCO if ye were needin’ help." Carlyle, on the contrary. I was 
a.s.sured. never lificl his hand to a scholar. Still ho had perfect com- 
man<l over thorn. A looker a word was sufliciont to command attention 
and obwlienco. Nor have I over hciird that this command w;is attri- 
bufjiblo to fear. So far as I can loam, »t was ontirolv duo to tho respe ct 
which ho seems to have obtained from tho first.’ Thoro is seme truth 
in these legends of IrvingN soverity, for Carlylo himself admits it. 
Uut tradition always tends to sh;tpe storic.s and char.ictors iuto an 
artistic completeness which had no real esistenco. Tho authentic 
oviJenco of Irving’s essential kindness and .affectioniito gontleucs.s makes 
it impossible to believe that ho w.is over wantonly or carelessly cruel. 
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way of doing/ He could perhaps get a few mathe- 
tiiatical pupils, and meantime could study for the hoLV, 
He waited only for his father's approval to send in his 
resignation. The letter was accompanied by one of his 
constant presents to his mother, who was again at 
home, though not yet fully recovered. 

%folt7i. GarLyle to Thomas Carlyle. 

^ , IHainhill: September 16, 1818. 

Dear IJrother, — Wc received yours, and it told us of your 

fiaft! arrival at Kirkcaldy. Our mother has grown better 
c\ cry day since you left us. She is as steady as ever she 
was, has been upon haystacks three or four times, and has 
been at cliurch every Sabbath since she came home, behaving 
always very decently. A lso she has given over talkin g an,! 
singing, and spends some of her time consulting Ralph 
la-skine. She sleeps every night, and hindei ‘3 no person to 
sleep, but can do uith less than the generality of people. 
In fact wo may conclude that she is as wise as could be 
exp'-cted. She has none of tliehx'porritical mask with which 
Roin-- ]X‘()pl(! clothe their sentiments. One day, having mot 
•V?~ I iy Cl'S, she says : * Weel, Agg, lass, I’ve never spoken t’ye 
sit) ye stole our coals. I’ll gie ye an advice : never steal nac 
more.* 


Alexander Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle, 

September 18| 1818. 

My dear Brother, — We were glad to hear of your having 
arrived in safety, though your prospects were not brilliant 
]\Iy fatlier is at Eoclefechan to-day at a market, but before 
lie went he told me to mention that with regard to his 
advising you, he was unable to give you any advice. He 
(honght it rnigltt be iiecessiiry to consult Leslie before yon 
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pave np, but you might do what seemed to you good. Had 

my advice any weight, I would advise you to try t!ie law. 

You may think you have not money enough to try that, but 

with what assistance we could make, and your own industry, 

I think there w’ould be no fear but you would succeed. The 

box which contained my mother’s bonnet came a day or two 

ago. She is very well pleased witli it, though iny father 

thought it too gaudy ; but she proposes writing to you her- 
self. 


The end was, that when December came Carlyle 
and Irvin g « fHjhoolmmjtor fuitot.io p»f ove r/ 

removed to Edinburgh, and were adrift on the world. 
Irving had little to fear ; he had money, friends, reputa- 
tion; he had a profession, and was waiting only for ‘a 
call ’ to enter on his full privileges. Carlyle was far 
more unfavourably situated. He was poor, unpopular, 
comparatively unknown, or, if kno\vn, kno^vn only to 
be feared and even shunned. In Edinburgh ‘ from niy 
fel low-creatures,’ he says,* little or nothing but vinegar 
was my reception when we happened to meet or pass 
near each other — my own blame mainly, so proud, shy, 
poor, at once so insignifieanUlooking and so grim and* 
sorrowful. That in « Sartor ” of the worm trodden on and 
proving a torpedo is not wholly a fable, but did actually 
befall once or twice, as I still with a kind of small, not 
ungenial, malice cjin remember.’ He had, however, 
as was said, nearly a hundred pounds, which he had* 
saved out of his earnings; he had a consciousness of 
integrity worth more than gold to him. He had 
thrifty self-denying habite which made him content 
with the barest necessaries, and he resolutely facvil his 
position. His family, though silently disapproving the 


58 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


step wliicli he had taken and necessarily anxious about 
him, rendered what help they could. Once more the 
Ecclefechan carrier brought up the weekly or monthly 
supplies of oatmeal, cakes, butter, and, when needed, 
uucler garments, returning with the dirty linen for 
the mother to wash and mend, and occasional pre- 
sents which were never forgotten j while Carlyle, 
after a thought of civil engineering, for which his 
rnatheinaLical training gave him a passing inciinatiop, 
sale down seriously, if not very assiduously, to study 
law. I^'Uers to anrl from Ecclcfechun were constiinc, 
the currier acting as postman. Selections from them 
bring the scene and characters before the reader’s eyes. 
Sister ^lary, then twelve years old, writes;— 


I take this opportunity of sending you this scrawl. I gob 
the hat you sent with Sandy [brother Alexander], and it fits 
very well. It was far too good ; a worse would have done 
very well. Boys and I arc employed this winter in waiting 
\ on the cattle^, and are going on very well at present. T 
gi'ticrally write a cojiy every niglit, and road a little in the 
‘ (JoLtagei-s of (Jlenbm’nio,’ or sotnc such like ; and it shall be 
my <-arncst de.^irc never to iinilate the abominable slutteries 
of idrs. Maclarty. The remarks of the author, l^Ins. Hamil- 
ton, often britjg your neat ways in my mind, and I hope to 
be benelited by them. In the mean time, I shall endeavour 
to he a gf)od girl, to be kind and obedient to my parents, 
and obliging to my brothers and sisters. You will write me 
a long letter when the carrier comes back. 


Tlie midher was unwearied in her affectionate solici- 
tude — solicitude for tho eternal as well as tcinjjora.l 
interests of her darling eliild. 
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J/r«. Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 


MaiohiU: January 8» 1819. 

Dear Son, — I received yours in duo time, and was j^lad 
to hear you were well. I hope you will be hciilLliier, moviuj^ 
about in the city, than in your former way. Health is a 
valuable privilege ; try to improve it, then. The tiinTTis short; 
Aiiother year has commenced. Time is on the wing, and flies 
swiftly. Seek God with all yourdieart^; and oh, iny dear son, 
eease not to pray for His counsel in all your ways. Fear nut 
the wuild ; you will I)e provided for as He sees meet for you. 

As a siuecre' friend, whom you are always dear to, 1 beg: 
you do not neglect ix-ading a iwrt of your IJibIc daily, and 
may the Lord oi)en your eyes to sec wondrous things out of 
liis law ! But it is now two o’clock iji the morning, and a 
bad ixjn, bad ink, and I as bad at WTitijjg. I will drop it, 

• nd add no more, but remain ’ 

Your loving mother, 

PliCUIK Caulvle. 

Carlyle had WTitten a sermon on the salutary ofTects 
of ‘afHiction,’ as his first exercise in the Divinity 
School. He was beginning now, in addition to the 
problem of living which he had to solve, to learn what 
alHiction meant. He was atUicked with dyspepsia, 
which never wholly left him, and in these early years 
soon assumed its most torturing form, like ‘a rat 
gnawing at the pit of his stomach.’ His disorder 
working on his natural irritability found escape in 
expressions which showed, at any rate, that he was 
attaining a mastery of language. The pain made 
am furious; and in such a humour the commonest 
calamities ol life became unbearable boriors. 
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I find Uving here very high (he wrote soon after he was 
settled in his lodgings). An hour ago I paid my week’s hill, 
wliicli, though 155. was the smallest of the three I have 
yet discharged. This is an unreasonable sura when I con- 
sider the slender accommodation and the paltry, ill-cooked 
moreel which is my daily pittance. Tliere is also a school- 
master right overhead, whose noisy brats give me at tunes 
no small annoyance. On a given night of the week he also 
assembles a select number of vocal performers, whose music, 
as they charitably name it, is now and then so clamorous 
that I almost wished the throats of these sw'cct singers full 

of molten lead, or any other substance that would s^p their 
braying. 

Bat he was not losing heart, and liked so far as he 
had seen into it, his new profession. 

The law (he toM liis mother) is what I sometimes think 
I was intended for natumlly. I am afraid it takes several 
Hundreds to become an advocate ; but for this I should 
commence tlic study of it with great hopes of success. We 
sliall sec whether it is possible. One of the first atlvocates 
of the day raised himself from being a disconsolate preuclier 
to his present eminence. Therefore I entreat you not to he 
uneasy about me. 1 see none of my fellows with whom I 
am very an.\ious to change places. TeU the boys not to let 
their hearts be troubled for me. I am a stubborn doL^..and 
evil fortune shall not break my heart or bend it either^ as I 
hope. I know not how to speak about tlie washing wliich 
you offer so kindly. Surely you thought, five ycara ago, 
that this troublesome wasliing and baking was all over ; and 
now to recommence ! I can scarcely think of troubhiig you ; 
yet the clotlies arc ill-wasl>ed licre ; and if tlie box be'^going’ 
and coming any way, perhaps you can manage it. 
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While law lectures were being attended, the 
difficulty was to live. Pupils were a not very effective 
resource, and of his adventures in this department 
Ciirlyle gave ridiculous accounts. In February, 181 ‘j, 
he wrote to his brother : — 

About a week ago I briefly dismissed an hour of private 
teaching. A man in the New Town applied to one Nichol, 
public teacher of mathematics here, for a peison to give 
instruction in arithmetic, or something of that sort. Nichol 
8ix>kc of me, and I was in consequence directed to call on 
the man next monung. I went at the appointed hour, and 
after waiting for a few minutes, was met by a stout, impudent- 
looking man with red whiskeis, having mucIT the air of an 
or some siieh creature of that sort. As our~c^n- 
v'CrsatioQ may give you some insight into these matters, I 
report the substance of it. ‘ I am here,’ I said, after making 
a slight bow, which was just perceptibly returned, ‘ by the 
letiucsb of Mr. Nichol, to si>eak with you, sir, about a mathe- 
matical tcjichcr whom he tells me you want.* ‘ Aye. AVliat 
are your terms?’ ‘Two guineas a month for each hour.’ 

‘ Two guineas a month ! that is perfectly extravagant.’ ‘ I 
believe it to l>e the rate at which every teacher of respectability 
in Edinburgh officiates, and I Icnotv it to be the rate below 
which I never olficiatc.’ ‘ That will not do for my friend.’ 

‘ I am sorry that nothing else will do for me ; ’ and I retired 
with considei-able deliberation. 

Other attempts were not so unsuccessful ; one, some- 
times two, pupils were found ready to pay at the rate 
required. Dr. Brewster, afterwards Sir David, dis- 
covered Carlyle and gave him ocGisional employment 
on his Eneyelopa dia. He was thus able to earn, as 
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long fis tho session lasted, about two pounds a week, 
and on this he^ cpntrive d to Hvo without trenching on 
his capital. His chief pleasure was his correspondence 
with his mother, which never slackened. She had 
written to tell him of the death of her sister Marv. 
He replies; — 

Edinhnrgh: Mondny, March 20, 1810. 

ily dear l^Iothcr, — I^am so inuch obligcd-to you-for- the 
alTcctionatc concern which you express fnr mo in that hri &f 
letter that I cam»ot delay to send you a few words by way of 
reply. I was alTected by the short notice you give me of 
Aunt Mary’s Jeath, and the short reflection with which you 
close it. It is true, my dear mother, ‘ that we must all soon 
follow her,’ such is the nnalterahlc an<l not nnplcasing dooip 
of men. Then it is well for those who, at that awful moment 
which is before every one, shall bo able to look back with 
calmness ami forward with liope. But I need notdwcll upon 
this solemn subject. It is familiar to the thoughts of every 
one who has any thought. 

I am ratlier afraid I have not been quite regular in reading 
that best of books which you rcccnnmendccl to me. How- 
ever, last night I was reading upon my favourite Job, and I 
liope to do better in time to come. I entreat you to believe 
that I am sincerely desirous of being a good man ; and 
t.boiigh we may dilTer in some few unimportant particulars, 
yet T firmly trust that the same power which created us with 
imperfect faculties avIII jianloii the errors of every one (and 
none arc without them) who seeks truth and righteousness 
with a simple heart. 

You need not fear my studying too much. In fact, ray 
prospects arc so unsettled that I do not often sit down to 
books with all tlie zeal I am capable of. You arc not to 
think I am fretful. 1 have long accustomed my mind to 
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look upon tho future \\ith n scflalo aspect, and at any rale 
my hoi>es have never yet failed me. A French author, 
d’Aleml>crt (one of tlic few ^xirsons who desi^rve tlic lionour- 
ahle epithet of honest man), wliom I wjis lately roadinj^, 
remarks that one who devoted liis life to learning ou«;ht to 
carry for his motto, * luherty, 'iVuth, Poverty,' for he that 
fciUTS the latter can never have the former. This should not 
prevent one from using every lioncst cflort to attain a com- 
fortable situation in life ; it says only that the best is dearly 
bought by base conduct, and the worst is not worth mourning 
over. We shall speak of all these matters more fully iii 
summer, for I am meditating just now to come down to stay 
a while with you,aceoinpaniod with a cargo of books, Italian, 
German, and others. You will give me yonder little room, 
and you will waken me every morning about five or six 
o’<^k. Then siirh study. 1 shall delve in the garden, too. 
and in a word, become not only the wisest but the strongest 
man in those regions. This is all rjaver^ but it pleases one. 

LIy dear mother, youi-s most a'ltectioiiately, 

Thomas Carlyle. 


D Alcmbcrt.’.s name had probably never reacheil 
Annandale, and jNlrs. Carlyle could not gather from it 
into what perilous regions her son was travelling 
but her quick enr c;xugbt something in the tone 
which frightened her. 

Oh, my dear, dear son (she answered at once and eagerly), 
I would pray for a blessing on your learning. I hog vou 
with all the feeling of an affectionate mother that you would 
study the Word of God, which lie has gmciously put in our 
hands, that it may powerfully roach our hearts, that we may 
discern it in its true light. Gofl made man after Ilis own 
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image, therefore he behoved to be without an/ imperfect 

faculties. Beware, my dear son, of such thoughts ; let them 

not dwell on your mind. God forbid 1 But I dare say you 

will not care to read this scrawl. Do make religion your 

great study, Tom ; if you repent it, I will bear the blame for 
over. 

Carlyle was thinking as much as his mother of 
religion, but the form in which his thoughts were run- 
ning was not hers. He was painfully seeing that all 
things were not wholly as he had been taught to think 
them; the doubts which had stopped his divinity 
career were blackening into thunderclouds; and all 
bis reflections were coloured by dyspepsia. ‘I was en- 
tirely unknown in Edinburgh circles,’ he says, ‘ solitary, 
eating my own heart, fast losing my health too, a jirey 
to nameless struggles and miseries, which have yet 
a kind of horror in them to my thoughts, three weeks 
without any kind of sleep from impossibility to be free 
of noise.’ In fact he was entering on what he ciillcd 
*the three most miserable years’of my life.’ He would 
have been saved from much could he have resolutely 
thrown himself into his intended profession ; but he 
soon came to bate it, as just then, perhaps, he would 
have hated anything. 

I had thought (he writes in a note somewhere) of at- 
tempting to become an advocate. It seemed glorious to me 
for its independency, and I did read some law books, attend 
Hume’s lectures on Scotch law, and converee with and 
question various dull people of the practical sort. But it 
and they and the admired lecturing Hume htuiself appeared 
to me mere deuixeus of the kingdom of dulncss, pointing 
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towards nothing but money as wages for all that bogpool of 
disgust. Hume’s lectures once done with, I flung the thing 
away for ever. 


AleQ who are out of tumour with themselves see 
their own condition reflected in the world outside 
them, and everything seems amiss because it is not 
well with themselves. But the state of Scotland and 
England also was well fltted to feed Carlyle’s discontent. 
The great war had been followed by a collapse. Wages 
were low, food at famine prices. Tens of thousands of 
artisans were out of work, their families were starving, 
and they themselves were growing mutinous. Even at 
home from his own sternly patient father, who never 
meddled with politics, he heard things not calculated 
to reconcile him to existing arrangements* 


I have heard my father say (he mentions), with an im- 

tlmTo™ ora'',^^ ““ perceptions carried with them, tliat 
tlie lot of a ^r man was growing worse, tliat the world 

of°wh''h” ““'‘f “ it l>ut mighty ohanvea 
of which none saw the end, were on the way. l/thT h”?: 

years when the oatmeal was as f T ioh as ten 'shillimr. ^ , 

^ had notii^d the labourer, I have h^rf 

of dining. 


£-» rxt'.TS r,';' 

* Bemtniscences. vol. i. p. 60. 
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people* question was the constant subject of talk 
between him and Carljle. They were both of them 
ardent, radical, indignant at the injustice which they 
witnessed, and as yet unconscious of the difficulty of 
mending it. Irving, however, he had seen little of 
since they had moved to Edinburgh, and he was left, 
for the most part, alone with his own thoughts. There 
had come upon him the trial which in these days 
awaits every man of high intellectual gifts and noble 
nature on their first actual acquaintance with human 
things — the question, far deeper than any mere poli- 
tical one, ^\’^hat is this world then, what is this human 
life, over which a just God is said to preside, but of 
whose presence or whose providence so few signs are 
visible? In happier ages religion silences scepticism 
if it cannot reply to its difficulties, and postpones the 
solution of the mystery to another stage of existence. 
Brought up in a pious family whore religion was not 
talked about or emotionalised, but was accepted as the 
rule of thought and conduct, himself too instinctively 
upright, pure of heart, and reverent, Carlyle, like his 
parents, had accepted the Bible as a direct communica- 
tion from Heaven. It made known the will of God, 
and the relation in which man stood to his Maker, as 
present facts like a law of nature, the truth of it, like 
the truth of gravitation, which man must act upon or 
immediately suffer the consequences. But religion, as 
r<n'ealed in the Bible, passes beyond present conduct, 
penetrate^ all forms of thought, and takes possession 
wherever it goes. It claims to control the intellect, to 
explain the past, and foretell the future. It has entered 
into poetry and art, and has been the interpreter of 
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history. And thus there had grown round it a body of 
opinion, on all varieties of subjects, assumed to be 
alithoiitative ; dogmas which science was contradicting ; 
a history of events which it called infallible, yet which 
the canons of evidence, by which other histories are 
tried and tested successfully, declared not to be in- 
fallible at all. To the Mainhill household the West- 
minster Confession was a full and complete account of 
the position of mankind and of the Being to whom 
they owed their existence. The Old and New Testament 
not only contained all spiritual truth necessary for 
guidance in word and deed, but every fact related in 
them was literally true. To doubt was not to mistake, 
but was to commit a sin of the deepest dye, and was a 
sure sign of a corrupted heart. Carlyle’s wide study of 
modem literature had shown him that much of this 
had ai)peared to many of the strongest minds in Europe 
to be doubtful or even plainly incredible. Young men 
of genius are the 6rst to feel the growing influences of 
their time, and on Carlyle they fell in their most painhd 
form. Notwithstanding his pride, he was most modest 
and self-djstrustful. He had been taught that want of 
faith was sin, yet, like a true Scot, he knew that he 
would peril his soul if he i>retended to believe what his 
intellect told him was false. If any part of what was 
called Revelation was mistaken, how could he be assured 
of the rest? How could he tell that the moral part of 
it, to which the phenomena which he saw round him 
were in plain contradiction, was more than a * devout 
imagination’? Thus to poverty and dyspepsia there 
had been added the stniggle which is always hardest in 
the noblest minds, which Job had known, and David. 

f>— 2 
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and Solomon, and ^schylus, and Shakespeare, and 
Goethe. Where are the tokens of His presence ? where 
are the signs of His coming ? Is there, in this universe 
of things, any moral Providence at ail ? or is it the 
product of some force of the nature of which we can 
know nothing save only that * one event comes alike to 
all, to the good us to the evil, and there is no difference *? 

Commonplace persons, if assailed by such misgivings, 
thrust them aside, throw themselves into occupation, 
and leave doubt to settle itself. Carlyle could not. 
The importunacy of the overwhelming problem forbade 
him to settle himself either to law or any other busi- 
ness till he had wrestled down the misgivings which 
had grappled with him. The greatest of us have our 
weaknesses, and the Margaret Gordon business had 
perhaps intertwined itself with the spiritual torment. 
The result of it was that Carlyle was extremely miserable, 

‘ tortured,* as he says, ‘ by the freaks of an imagination 
of extraordinary and wild activity.* 

He went home, as he had proposed, after the session, 
blit Mainhill was never a less happy home to him than 
it pi'ovcd this summer. He could not conceal, perhaps 
he did not try to conceal, the condition of his mind ; 
and to his family, to whom the tnith of their creed was 
no more a matter of doubTthan the presence of the sun 
in the sky, he must have seemed as if ‘ possessed.* He 
could not read ; he wandered about the moors like a 
restless spirit. His mother was in agony about him. 
He was her darling, her pride, the apple of her eye, and 
she could not restrain her lamentations and remon- 
strances. His father, with supreme good judgment, 
left him to himself. 
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His tolerance for me, his trust in me (Carlyle says), was 
great. When I dccluied going forward into the Church, 
though his heart was set upon it, he respected my scruples, 
and patiently let me have my way. When I had peremp-’ 
torily ce;ised from being a schoolmaster, though he inwardly 
disapproved of the step as imprudent and saw me in succes- 
sive summers lingering beside him in sickness of body and 
mind, without outlook towards any good, he had the forbear- 
ance to say at woi'st nothing, never once to whisper discon- 
tent with me. 

A letter from Irving, to whom he had written com- 
plaining of his condition and of his friend's silence, 
was welcome at this dreary period. 

Edwwrd Irving to Thornas Carlgle. 

Ediobnrgh: Juno 4. 1819. 

Dear Sir,— Aly apology for neglecting you so long is tliat 
1 have been equally negligent of myself. By what fatality I 
know not, I have been so entirely devoted to idleness or to 
insignificant employments since you left me, that German, 
Italian, and every other study, useful or serious, hiis been 
relinquished. Perhaps this renewal of our intercourse may 
be the date of my awakening from my slumber, as the break- 
ing up of our intercourse was the date of its commencement 
To sjx-ak of myself, that most grateful of topics, is therefore 
out of the question ; as it would only be to expose the day 
dreams of this my lethargy to one whose active mind has no 
symipathy with listlessness and drowsiness, and this subject 
>emg excluded, where shall I find materials for this lette*r 7 

X could detail to you the mineralogy of the Campsey hills, 
and tell you of the overlying formation of porpliyry above 
he green stone, and of the nearly horizontal bed of lime- 
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stone on the green stouc which suppliee the greater part of 
Stilling, Diiinbcirton, and Stratheam, and of a curious quarry 
of stone which is carried far and near for building stoves and 
setting gi’ates, with an account of its singular virtue of 
resisting heat ; but well I know you are weary unto death 
of such jargon. And I could relate to you one most senti- 
mental incident that did befall me on that journey, whereby 
iiangs a tale which might furnish matter for a novel or even 
a modern tragedy ; but then I suspect you have already pub 
me down for an adventure hunter, which is too near a stage 
to Or story-teller to fall iii with my fancy. 

Now the truth is, to throw in a word of self-defence, if I 
have a bum for the romantic, it is not for the vanity of being 
the actor of a strange part, or the spouter of a strange tale, 
in the various scenes of the great drama of this mortal state ; 
but rather to be a spectator of those who are so, more espe- 
cially if they bo unfortunate withal ; and occasionally I con- 
fess to hav'e the privilege of the ancient chorus, of moralising 
a little, or rather not a little, upon the passing events ; and 
occasionally to reach an admonition or a consolation to the 
sulTering hero or heroine of the j.iccc. Bub see, lam letting 
yon into some of the vagaries which came and went across 
my fancy daring the interval of ajiabhy wliich has passed 
away since I was sejiarated from your conversation for which 
I liave nob yet found a substitute. 

And I could dwell upon the rich haiwcst of insight into 
character, which I gathci'cd from the debates of thc^General 
Assembly ; and of the lack of genius and honesty wliich 
took from its value, and of the rankness and superfluity of 
vulgarity and bad temper and party zeal, which were as the 
tliistles and ragworts and tares of the crop, but tliat I know 
yoiir mind is incurious of these things, engaged as it is with 
much higher contemplations. 

Of the men of Edinburgh and their employments I know 
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as little as of those of Canton in China ; save that Christicson 
rather inclines to fall in with Lord Laiuicrdale's views of tho 
Bullion question, than the Committee’s, and that he is as 
sure as ever that all men have mistaken the meaning of 
Aristotle — which, it seems, is wonderfully wrapped up in the 
jHJwer of the particle av — and that Galloway is as ill-bred, 
and stares as full, and wears his hair hanging over the ample 
circumference of his globular skull, as usual ; like the thatch 
of those round rustic Chinese-roofed cottages which gentle- 
men sometimes plant at the outer gates of their grounds. 
As to Dickson, he plays quoits with Chartres, and at times 
with me, and has got his mouth always filled with wit at me. 
for admiring those beautiful lines of Milton’s IfyuiD on the 
Xativity : — 

U w' t.m oo seasoD then for her [outurej 

lo \f;vnton with tho her lu&iy pdraniuur. 

1 need not tell you where the wit lies ; and you know when 
he is primed anything will do for a mutch. He is just in 
the predicament of a spring-guu in a garden which has ropes 
in every direction— you cannot stir a foot, but twitch goes 
one of its ropes ; round it turns full-mouthed upou you, and, 
hit or miss, off it goes. 

Weary not then, ray dear Carlyle, of the country. I am 
here in the midst of the busy world, and its business only 
interrupts me and would vex me if I would let it. Fill up 
with the softness of rural beauty, and the sincerity of niral 
manners, and the contentment of rural life, those strong 
impressions of nature and of men which are already in your 
nund ; till the pictures fiecome more mellow and joyous, and 
yield to youi'self more delight in foiining, and to oLliei's 
more pleasure in viewing them. 

I would I w'ere along with you to charm the melancholy 
of solitude, and in your company to carry iny eye into those 
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marks of beneficence and love which every part of nature 
exhibits, and win from tlie contemplation of them a portion 
of that beneficence ; so that the restless and evil passions of 
my heart might be charmed if not shamed into repose and I 
might go forth again into the world of busy speech resolved 
to mar the enjoyment of no one, but in ray little sphere to 
do all the good it would allow, to wish for a wider sphere, 
and to hve in hojie of that wider and better existence, which 
when It IS revealed, I pray that you and I and aU we love 
and should love may be prepared for. 

Don’t be so tardy in writing to me as I have been in 
writing to you. AiTunge the plan of a correspondence which 
may be useful to us both. You proposed it first, and now I 
reckon myself entitled to press it. Remember me kindly to 
your father and mother, and to Sandy and the rest. 

Your faithful friend, 

Edwaud Irving. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A.D. 1819. R'l, 24. 

In November Carlyle was back at Edinburgh again, 
with his pupils and his law lectures, which he had not 
yet deserted, and still persuaded himself that he would 
persevere with. He did not find his friend ; Irving 
had gone to Glasgow to be assistant to Dr. Chalmers ; 
and the sbite of thinp which he found in the metropolis 
was not of a sort to improve his humour. 


1819 (he says) was the year of the Radical rising in 
Glasgow, and the kind of (altogether imaginary) fight 
they attempted on Bonnymuir against the yeomanry— a 
time of great r^ges and absurd terrors and expectations ; a 
Very fierce ^dical and anti-Radical time ; Edinburgh 

1 • , . . ■ ^ not to mention 

Glasgow m the distance ; gentry people full of zeal and 

foolish terror and fury, and looking disgustingly busy and 

unportant. Courier hussara would come in from the Glaso^ow 

region, covered with mud, breathless, for headquarters? as 

you took your walk in Princes Street ; and you would hear 

old powdered gentlemen in silver spectacles talkin*' in low- 

toned but exuluant voice about ‘ Cordon of troops, si?,’ as you 

went along. The mass of the people, not the populace 

alone, had a quite different feeling, as if the danger was 

smaU or imaginary and their grievances dreadfully real, which 

was, with emphasis, my own poor private notion of it. One 

bleared Sunday morning I had gone out, jKjrbaps seven to 
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eight A.M., for my walk. At the riding-house in Nicolsoii 
Street was a kind of straggly group or small crowd, with red- 
eoats interspersed. Coining up, I perceived it was the 
Lothian yeomanry (Mid or East I know not), just getting 
under way for Glasgow, to be part of ‘the cordon,* I halted 
a moment, they took the road, very ill ranked, not numerous, 
or very dangerous-looking men of war ; bub there rose 
from the little crowd, by way of farewell cheer to them, the 
strangest shout I luive heard human throats utter ; nob very 
loud, or loud even for the small numbers ; but it said, as 
plain as words, and with infinitely more emphasis of sincerity ; 

‘ May the devil go with i/ou, ye peculiarly contemptible and 
dead to the distresses of your fellow-creatures.* Another 
morning, months after, spring and sun now come, and the 
‘cordon,’ &c., all over, I met a gentleman, an advocate, 
slightly of my' ac(|uaintance, hurry'ing along, musket in 
hand, towards ‘the Links,’ there to be drilled as an item of 
the ‘ gentlemen volunteers ’ now afoot. ‘ You should have 
the like of this,* said he, cheerily patting his musket. * H’m 
yes ; bub I haven’t yet quite settled on which side I * which, 
probably', he hoped was quiz, though it really expressed my 
feeling. Irving, too, and all of us juniois, bad the same 
feeling in different intensities, and spoken of only to one 
another : a seiise that revolt against such a load of unvera- 
cibics, impostures, and quietly inane formalities would one 
day become indisixinsable — sense which had a kind of rash, 
false, and quasi-insolent joy in it ; mutiny, revolt, being a 
light matter to the yoiing.^ 

'I’he law lectures went on, and Carlyle wrote to his 
mother about his progress with them. ‘ The law,’ he 
said, ‘ I hud to be a most complicated subject, yet J 

' Remiuiscences, vol. i. 
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like it pretty well, an 1 feel that I shall like it better as 
I proceed. Its great charm in my eyes is that no mean 
compliances are requisite for prospering in it.’ To 
Irving he had written a fuller, not yet completely full, 
account of himself, complaining perhaps of his obstruc- 
tions and difficulties. Irving’s advice is not what 
would have been given by a cautious attorney. He 
admired his friend, and only wished his great capa- 
bilities to be knoUTi as soon as possible. 

Ed'ward iTving to Thomas Carlyle. 

34, Kent Street, Glasgow : December 28. 1819. 

Dear Carhde, — I pmy that you may prosper in your le‘'al 
studies, provided only you will give your mind to take iu'all 
the elements which enter into the question of the obstacles 
P>ut reraeinlKir, it is not want of knowledge alone that im- 
pedes, but u^nt of instrainents for making that knowledge 
a\ailable. This you know better than 1 . Now my view of 
the matter is that your knowledge, likely very soon to sur- 
in extent and accuracy that of most of your cornpeem 
.s to bo made ^leable, not by the usual way of adding friend 
to friend, which neither you nor I are enough patient of, but 
)y a way of your own. luiQltn you must be before you can 
Iw employed. Known you will not be for a winning, attach- 
ing, accoinmodabing man, but for an original, commanding 
and rather ^If-wtUed man. Now establish this last characteT 
.md )ou take a far Ingher grade than any other. How are 
you o establish it? Just by bringing yourself before the 
pubhc as you are. Fn-st find vent for your notions. Get 

n^r either 

is if by ordinary convci-se. Your utterance 

13 not tlie most favourable. It convinces, but dex-s not per- 
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suade ; and it is only a very few (I can claim place for 
myself) that it fascinates. Your audience is worse. They 
are generally (I exclude myself) unphilosophical, unthinking 
drivellers who lay in_wa^_to jcatch you in your words and 
who give you little justice in the recital, because you give 
their vanity or self-esteem little justice, or even mercy, in 
the rencounter. Therefore, my dear friend, some other way 
is to he sowjht for. Now pause, if you be not convinced of 
this conclusion. If you be, we shall proceed. If you be not, 
read again, and you will see it just, and as such admit it! 
Now what way is to be sought for ? I know no other than 
the press. You have not the pulpit as I have, and where 
jxjrhaps I have the advantage. You have not good and 
influential society, I know nothing hut the press for your 
purpose. None are so good as these two, the ‘Edinburgh 
Review ’ and ‘ Blackwood’s lilagazine.* Do not start away and 
say, Tlic one I am not fit for, the other I am not willing for. 
Both pleas I refuse. The ‘ Edinburgh Review ’ you are i)cr- 
fcctly fit for ; not yet upon law, but upon any work of 
mathematics, physics, general literature, history, and politics, 
you are as ripe as the average of their wi-itere. * Blackwood’s 
IVIagazine’ presents bad company, I confess; but it also fur- 
nishes a good field for fugitive writing, and good introduc- 
tions to society on one side of the question. This last advice 
I confess, is against my conscience, and I am inclined to blot 
it out ; for did I nob rest s:itisficd that you were to use your 
pen for jowv conscience I would never ask you to use it for 
your living. Writers in the encyclopaedias, except of leading 
articles, do not got out from the crowd ; but writei-s in the 
Review come out at once, and obfain the very opinion vou 
want, opinion among the intelligent and active men in every 
rank, not among the sluggish savants alone. 

It is easy for me to advise wkat many perhaps are as 
ready to advise. But I know I have influence, and T am 
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frilling to use it. Therefore, again let me entreat you to 
begin a new year by an effort continuons, not for getting 
knowledge, but for communicating it, that you may gain 
money, and favour, and opinion. Do not disembark all your 
capital of thought, and time, and exertion into tills concern, 
but disembark a portion equal to its uigency, and make the 
experiment upon a proper scale. If it succeed, the spirit of 
adventure will follow, and you will be ready to embark more ; 
if it fail, no great venture was made ; no great venture is 
lost : the time is not yet come. But you will have got a 
more precise view by the failure of the obsUicles to be sur- 
mounted, and time and energy will give you w'hat you 
lacked. Therefore I advise you as a very sincere friend, tliat 
forthwith you choose a topic, not that you are best infoi-med 
on, but that you are most likely to find admittance for, and 
set apart some portion of each day or week to this object and 
this alone, leaving the rest free for objects professional and 
pleasant. This is nothing more than what I urged at our 
last meeting, but I have nothing to write I reckon so im- 
portant. Therefore do take it to thought. Depend upon 
it, you will be delivered by such present adventure from 
those haipies of your peace you are too much tormented 
with. You will get a class with whom society will be as 
pleasant as we have found it together, and you will open up 
ultimate pvosixjcLs which I trust no man shall be able to 
close. 

I think our tomi is safe for ever y leal-hearted man to 
his Maker and to his fellow-men to C ra r ^ er^^llout fear of 
scaith. Such traversing is the wine and milk of my present 
existence. I do not warrant against a Radical rising, though 
I think it vastly improbable. But continue tliese times^a 
year or two, and unless you unmake our present generation, 
and nrunan them of human feeling and of Scottish intelli- 
gence, you will have commotion. It is impossible for them 
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to die of starvation, and they are making no provision to 
have them removed. And what on earth is for them ? God 
and my Saviour enable me to lift their hearts above a world 
that has deserted tliem, though they live in its plenty and 
labour in its toiling service, and fix them upon a world 
which, my dear Carlyle, I wish you and I had the inherit- 
ance in ; which we may have if we will. Bub I am not 
going to preach, else I would plunge into another subject 
which I rate above all subjects. Yet this should not be ex- 
cluded from OUT communion either. 

I am getting on quietly enough, and, if I be defended 
from the errors of my heart, may do pretty well. The 
Doctor (Chalmers) is full of acknowledgments, and I ought 
to be full — to a higher soui’ce. 

Yours affectionately, 

Bdward Irvino. 

Carlyle was less eager to give his thoughts ‘tongue’ 
than Irving supposed. He had not yet, as he 
expressed it, ‘ taken the Devil by t he horns.’ He did 
not mean to trouble the world with his doubts, and as 
yet he had not much else to trouble it with. But he 
was more and more restless. Reticence about his 
personal sufferings was at no time one of his vii-tues. 
Dyspepsia had him by the throat. Even the minor 
ailments to which our flesh is heir, and which most of 
us bear in silence, the eloquence of his imagination 
flung into forms like the temptations of a saint. His 
mother had early described him as ‘gey ill to deal wi’,* 
and while in great things he was the most considerate 
and generous of men, in trifles he was intolerably 
irritable. Dyspepsia accounts for most of it. He rlid 
not know what was the matter with him, and wlren 
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the fit was severe he drew pictures of his condition 
which frightened everyone belonging to him. He 
had sent his family in the middle of the winter 
a report of himself which made them think that 
he was seriously ill. His brother John, who had 
now succeeded him as a teacher in Annan School, was 
sent for in haste to Alainhill to a consultation, and 
the result was a letter which shows the touching 
affection with which the Carlyles clung to one 
another. 


John A. CcLvlylti to Thotnfts Cavlyle. 

Mainhill : Februarv, 1820. 

I have just arrived from Annan, and we are all so uneasy 
on your account that at the request of my father in particu- 
lar, and of all the rest, I am determined to wTite to call on 
you for a speedy answer. Your father and mother, and all 
of us, are extremely anxious that you should come home 
directly if possible, if you think you can come without dan- 
pr. And we trust that, notwitlistanding the bitterness of 
hist summer, you will still find it emphatically a home. My 
mother bids me call upon you to do so by every tie of affec- 
tion, and by all that is sacred. She esteems seeing you 
apin and administering comfort to you as her highest feli- 
city. Your father, also, is extremely anxious to see you 
again at home. The room is much more comfortable than 
It was last season. The roads are repaired, and all thinm; 
more convpient ; and we all trust that vou will yet recove'r 
u ter you shall have inhaled your native breezes and e^^caped 

SfithTn'd u7 ? unwholesome city of Edinburgh, audits 
Wolfish and unfeeling inhabitants. In the name of all, then. 

to como homo and oxpenenoo the comforte of parentnl and 
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brotherly affection, which, though rude and without polish, 
is yet sincere and honest. 

The father adds a postscript: — 

My dear Tom, — T have been very uneasy about you ever 
since we received your moving letter, and I thought to have 
written to you myself this day and told you all ray thoughts 
about your health, which is the foundation and copcstone of 
all our earthly comfort. But, being particularly engaged 
this day, I caused John to write. Come home as soon as 
possible, and for ever oblige 

Dear son, your loving father, 

James Carlyle. 

The fright had been unnecessary. Dyspepsia, while 
it toitures body and mind, does little serious injury. 
The attack had passed off. A letter from Carlyle 
was already on the way, in which the illness was 
scarcely noticed: it contained little but directions 
for his brothers* studies, and an offer of ten pounds 
out of his scantily filled purse to assist ‘Sandy* on the 
farm. With his family it was impossible for him to 
talk freely, and through this gloomy time he had but 
one friend, though this one was of priceless value. To 
Irving he had written out his discontent. He was now 
disgusted with law, and meant to abandon it. Irving, 
j)ressed as he was with work, could always afford ■ 
Carlyle the best of bis time and judgment. 

Edward Irvhxg to Thomas Carlyle. 

GLosgow: March 14, 1820. 

Since I received jour lost epistle, which reminded me of 
Rome of those gloomy scenes of nature I have often had the 
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greiitest pleasure in contemplating, I have been wrought 
almost to death, having had three sermons to wTite, and one 
of them a charity sermon ; but I shall make many sacrifices 
before I shall resign the entertainment and benefit I derive 
from our coirespoudence. 

Your mind is of too penetrating a c;ist to rest satisfied 
with the frail disguise which the happiness of ordinary life 
has thro\vn on to hide its nakedness, and I do never au^ur 
that your nature is to be satisfied with its sympathies. In- 
deed, I am convinced that were you translated into the most 
elegant and informed circle of tliis city, you would find it 
please only by its novelty, and perhaps refresh by its variety ; 
but you would be constrained to seek the sohd employment 
and the lasting gratificiition of your mind elsewhere. The 
truth is, life is a thing formed for the average of men, and 
it is only in those parts of our nature which are of average 
possession that it can gratify. The higher parts of our 
nature find their entertainment in sympathising with the 
highest efforts of our species, which are, and will continue, 
confined to the closet of the sage, and can never find their 
station in the drawing-rooms of the talking world. Indeed, 

I will go higher and say that the higher jxirts of our nature 
can never have their proi)er food till they turn to contem- 
plate the e.xcellencies of our Crejitor, and not only to con- 
template but to imitate them. Therefore it is, my dear 
Carlyle, that I exhort you to call in the finer parts of your 
mind, and to try to present the society about you with those 
more ordinary displays which they can enjoy. The indiffer- 
ent >vith which they receive thera,» and the ignorance witli 
which they treat them, open.te on the mind like gall and 
wormwood. I would entreat you to be comforted in the 
possession of your treasures, and to study more the times 

'/.e., th© talk to which you usually tre,it your friends. 

Vou I. Q 
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and persons to which you bring them forth. When I say 
your treasures, I mean not your information so much, wliich 
they will bear the display of for the reward and value of it, 
but of your feelings and affections, which, being of finer tone 
than theirs, and consequently seeking a keener expression, 
they are apt to mistake for a rebuke of their own lameness, 
or for intolerance of ordinary things, and too many of them, 
I fear, for asperity of mind. 

There is just another panacea for your griefs (which are 
not imaginary, but for which I see a real ground in the too 
penetrating and, at times perhaps, too severe turn of your 
mind) ; but though I judge it better and more worthy than 
reserve, it is perhaps more difficult of practice. I mean the 
habit of using our superiority for the information and im- 
provement of otliei's. This I reckon both the most dignified 
and the most kindly course that one can take, founded upon 
the great principles of human improvement, mutual com- 
munication, and founded upon what I am wont, or at least 
would wish, to make my pattern, the example of the Saviour 
of men, who endured, in ITis cn’and of salvation, the contra- 
diction of men. Rut I confess, on the other hand, one 
meets with so few that are apt disciples, or willing to allow 
superiority, that will be constantly fighting with you upon 
the threshold, that it is very heartless, and forces one to 
reserve. And besides, one is so apt to fancy a superiority 
where there is none, that it is likely to produce overmuch 
Btdf-complacency. Rut I see I am beginning to prose, and 
therefore shall change the subject — with only one remark, 
that your tone of mind reminds me mom than anything of 
my own when under the sense of gi'eat religious imperfec- 
tion, and anxiously pureuing after higher Christian attain- 
ments. 

I have read your letter again, and, at the risk of further 
prosing, I shall fmvo another hit at its contents. You talk 
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of renonncin^ the law, and yon speak mysteriously of hope 
springing up from another quarter. I pray that it may 
soon be turned into enjoyment. But I would not have you 
renounce the law unless you coolly think that this new view 
contains those fields of happiness, from the want of which 
the prospect of law has become so dreitry. Law has within 
it Kope ample enough for any mind. The reformation 
which it needs, and which with so much humour and feeling 
you describe,* is the very evidence of what I say. Did 
Adam Smith find the commercial system loss encumbered ? 
(I know he did not find it more) ; and see what order the 
mind of one man has made there. Such a reformation must 
be wrought in law, and the spirit of the age is manifestly 
bending that way. I know none who, from his capacity of 
remembering and digesting facts, and of arranging them 
into general results, is so well fitted as yourself. 

"With regard to my own affairs, I am becoming too much 
of a man of business, and too Uttle a man of contemplation. 

I meet with few minds to excite me, many to drain me off, 
and, by the habits of discharging and receiving nothino- in* 
return, I am run off to the very lees, as you may easily 'dis- 
cern. I have a German ma-ster and a cla.ss in colle«-e. I 
have seen neither for a week ; such is the state of my en^ge- 
ments— engagements with I know not what ; with preaching 
in St. John’s once a week a hasty production, and employing 
the rest of the week in visiting objects from which I can 
nothing unless I were collecting for a new series of 

Tales of my Landlord, which should range among Radicals 
and smugglers. 

Dr. Chalmers, though a most entire original by himself, 

IS surrounded with a very prosaical sort of persons, wlio 
please me soraethmg by their zeal to carry into effect his 

' Carlyle's letters to Irring are all anfortunately lost. 
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philosophical schemes, and vex me much by fcheir idolatry of 
him. My comforts are in hearing the distresses of the 
people, and doing my mite to alleviate them. They are nob 
in the higher walks (I mean as to wealth) in which I am 
permitted to move, nor yet in the greater publicity and 
notoriety I enjoy. Every minister in Glasgow is an oracle 
to a certain class of devotees. I would not give one day 
m solitude or in meditation with a friend as I have en- 
joyed it often along the sands of Kii'kcaldy for ages in this 
way. , , . 

Yours most truly, 

Edwajid Irving. 

It does not appear what the * other quarter * may 

have been on which the prospect was brightening. 

Carlyle was not more explicit to his mother, to whom 

he wrote at this time a letter unusually gentle and 
melancholy. 

ThoTnas Carlyle to Mrs, Carlyle. 

Edinburgh : March 29, 1320. 

To you, my dear mother, I know that I can never be 
Builiciently grateful, not only for the common kindness of a 
mother, but for the unceasing watchfulness with which you 
strove to instil virbnoxis principles into my young mind ; and 
though we are seiiiirated at present, and may be still more 
widely separated, I hope the lessons which vou taught will 
never be effacecl from my memory, I cannot say how I have 
fallen into tliis train of thought, but the days of childhood 
arise with so many pleasing recollections, and shine so 
brightly across the tempests and inquietudes of succeeding 
times, that I felt unable to resist the impulse. 

You already know that I am pretty weU as to health, and 
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also that I design to visit you again before many weeks 

elap^. I cannot say tliat my prospects have got much 

brighter since I left you ; the aspect of the future is still 

un^^ttlcd as it over was ; but some degree of patience is 

and hop?, the charmer, that ‘springs eternal in the 

human breiist,* is yet here likewise. I am not of a humour 

to care very much for good or evil fortune, so far as concerns 

mjself ; the thought that my somewhat uncertain condition 

pves you uneasiness chiefly grieves me. Yet I would not 

have you despair of your ribe of a boy. He will do some- 

thmg yet. He is a shy stingy soul, and very likely lias a 

hiper notion of his parts than others have. Bub, on the 

other hand, he is not incapable of diligence. He is harmless 

ami ^ssosses the virtue of his country-thrift ; so that.afto 

all, lungs w.ll yet be right in the end Jly love to all 

the little ones. 

Your affectionate son, 

T. Carlyle. 

The University term ends early in Scotland. The 
expenses of the six months which the students spend 
at college are paid for in many instances by the bodily 
hiteurs of the other six. The end of April sees them 
all dispersed, the class rooms closed, the pupils no 
longer obtainable; and the law studies being finally 
abandoned, Carlyle had nothing more to do at Kdin- 
burgh, and migrated with the rest. He was going 
home; he offered himself for a visit to Irving at 
Glasgow on the way, and the proposal was warmly 
accepted The Irving corresiiondcnce was not long 
continued ; and I make the most of the letters of st 
remarkable a man which were written while he was still 
himself, before his intellect was clouded. 
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Edward Ii'ving to TIiotyios Carlyle, 


34 Kent Street, Glasgow : April 15, 1820. 

^ly dear Carlyle, — Right happy shall I be to have your 
company and conversation for ever so short a time, and the 
longer the better ; and if you could contrive to'malce'y'to 
visit so that the beginning of the week should be the time of 
your departure, I could b^'-ar you company on youx road a 
day’s journey. I have just finished my sermon — Saturday 
at si.x o’clock — at which I have been sitting without inter- 
ruption since ten ; but I resolved that you should have my 
letter to-morrow, that nothing might prevent your promised 
visit, to which I hold you now altogether bound. 

It is very dangerous to speak one’s mind here about the 
state of the country. I reckon, however, the Radicals have 
in a manner expatriated themselves from the political co- 
operation of the better classes ; and at the same time, I 
believe there was sympathy enough in the middle and well- 
informed people to have can’icd a melioration of our political 
evils, had they taken time and legal measures. I am very 
sorry for the poor ; they are losing their religion, their 
domestic comfort, their pride of independence, tlieir every- 
thing ; and if timeous remedies come not soon, they will sink, 
I fear, into the degradation of the Irish peasantry ; and if 
that class goes down, then along with it sinks the morality 
of every other class. We are at a complete stand here ; a 
sorb of military glow has taken all ranks. They can sec the 
houses of the poor ransacked for arms without uttering the 
poor tribute of an interjection of grief on the fallen great- 
ness of chose wlio brought in our Reformation and our civil 
liberty, and they will hardly suffer one sympatliising word 
from anyone. Dr, Chalmers takes a s;i,fe coume in all these 
difficulties. The truth is, he does not side with any party. 
He has a few political iiostruius so peculiai* that they serve to 
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detach his ideal mind both from "Whigs and Tories and 
Radicals — that Britain would have been as flourishing and 
full of capital though there had been round the island a 
brazen wall a thousand cubits high ; that the national debt 
does us neither good nor ill, amounting to nothing more or 
less than a mortgage upon property, &c. The Whigs dare 
not speak. The philantliropists are so much taken up each 
with his owii locality as to take little charge of the general 
concern ; and so the Tories have room to rage and talk big 
about armaments and pikes and battles. They had Loudon 
well fortified yesterday by the Radicals, and so forth. 

Now it ^vill be like the unimprisoning of a bird to come 
and let me have free talk. Not that I have anything to sav 
in favour of Radicalism, for it is the very destitution of 
philosophy and religion and political economy ; but that 
we may lose ourselves so delightfully in reveries upon the 
emendation of the State, to which, in fact, you and I cai. 
bring as little help as we could have done against the late 
inundation of the Vallois. 

I Uke the tone of your last letter ; for, remember, I rcxid 
your very tones and gestuits, at this distance of place, 
through your letter, though it be not the most diaphanous 
of bodies. I have no more fear of your final success than 
Noah had of the Deluge ceasing ; and though the first dove 
returned, as you say you are to return to your father’s 
shelter, without even a leaf, yet the next time, believe me, 
you shall return with a leaf ; and yet another time, and you 
shaU take a flight who knows where ? But of this and other 
things I delay further parley. 

Yours ufTectionately, 

Ejowaud IllVI^O. 


Carlyle went to Glasgow, spent several days the 
and noted, according to his habit, the outward signs 
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men and tilings. He saw the Glasgow merchants in 
the Tontine, he observed them, fine, clean, opulent with 
their shining bald crowns and serene white heads, 
sauntering about or reading their newspapers. He 
criticised the dresses of the young ladies, for whom he 
had always an eye, remarking that with all their 
charms they had less taste in their adornments than 
were to be seen in Edinburgh drawing-rooms. He 
saw Chalmers too, and heard him preach. ‘Never 
preacher went so into one’s heart.’ Some private talk, 
too, there was with Chalmers, ‘ the Doctor * explaining 
to him ‘some new scheme for proving the truth of 
^ristianity,’ ‘all written in us already in aym-pathetic 
ink; Bible awakens it, and you can read.* 

But the chief interest in the Glasgow visit lies less 
in itself than in what followed it — a conversation 
between two young, then unknown men, strolling alone 
together over a Scotch moor, seemingly the most 
trifling of incidents, a mere feather floating before the 
wind, yet, like the feather, marking the direction of 
the invisible tendency of human thought. Carlyle 
was to walk home to Ecclcfechan. Irving had agreed 
to accompany him fifteen miles of his road, and then 
leave him and return. They started early, and break- 
fasted on the way at the manse of a Mr. French. 
Carlyle himself tells the rest.^ 

Drnmclog Moss is the next object that survives, and 
Irving and I sitting by oureelvcs under the silent bright 
skies among the ‘ jicat hags ’ of Drnmclog wn'th a world all 
silent round us. These jxsit hags arc still pictured in mo ; 

' liiminiscencu, vol. i. p. 177. 
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brown bog all pitted and broken into heathy remnants and 
bare abrupt wide holes, four or sLx feet deep, mostly dry at 
present ; a flat w'ildemess of broken bog, of quagmire not to 
be tmsted (probably wetter in old days then, and wet still at 
rainy seasons). Clearly a good place for Cameronian preach- 
ing, and dangerously diflicult for Clavei-se and horse soldiery 
if ‘ the suffering remnant ’ had a few old muskets among them ! 
Scott s novels had given the Claverse skirmish here, which 
all Scotland knew of already, a double interest in those days. 
I know not that we talked much of this ; but we did of many 
things, perhaps more confidentially than ever before • a col- 
loquy the sum of which is still mournfully beautifu! to me 
though the details are gone. I rememlier us sitting on the 
brow of a peat hag, the sun shining, our own voices the one 
sound. Far, far away to the westward over our bro>vn horizon 
touH^red up, wliite and visible at the many miles of distance’ 
a high in-egulw p^'i'amid. * Ailsa Cmig * we at once guessed’ 
and thought of the seas and oceans over yonder. But we did 
nut long dwell on that— we seem to have seen no human 
cre.iture, after French, to have had no bother and no need of 
human i^istance or society, not even of refection, French’s 
breakfast perfectly sufficing us. The talk had grown ever 
fnendher more interesting. At length the declining sun 
^ d plainly you must part. A7e sauntered slowly inS> the 
Glasgow Muirkirk highway. Masons were buildin- at a 
waj-B,de cott^e near by, or were packing up on cea.srn.^ fo^ 
l.e day. IVe leant our backs to a dry stone fenc^and 
loolnng .ntn tl.e western radiance continued in talk yet ’ 
while, lotli both of us to go It was h.. ** 

Biuking, Irving actual, y'drew fr^ b; d^rt "" Z 

ofu« manner tbe confession that I did not tlHrLs L o 

engaged to take weroI^:’bL‘‘-~b::t,:^n 
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would be frank with him, and right loyally he did so, and to 
the end of his life we needed no concealments on that head, 
which was really a step gained* 

The sun was about setting when we turned away each on 
lus owTi path. Irving would have a good space further to 
p than I, perhaps fifteen or seventeen miles, and would not 
be in Kent Street till towards midnight. But he feared no 
amount of walking, enjoyed it rather, as did I in those youn<^ 
years. I felt sad, but affectionate and good, in my clean” 
utterly quiet little inn at Sluirkirk, which and my feeb'n«-s 
in It I still well remember. An innocent Httle Glaso-ow 
youth (young bagman on his first journey, I supposed) had 
talked awhile with me in the otherwise solitary little sitting 
room. At parting he shook hands, and with something of 
soiTow in his tone said, ‘ Good night. I sl.all nob soe i/ou 
again. 1 waU oiF next morning by foiu- o’clock. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A.D. 1820. JET. 25. 

Nothing further has to be recorded of Carlyle s history 
for some months. He remained quietly through the 
spring and summer at Mainhill, occupied chiefly in 
reading. He was beginning his acquaintance with 
German literature, his friend JMr. Swan, of Kirkcaldy, 
who had correspondents at Hamburg, providing him 
with books. He was still writing small articles, too, 
for ‘Brewster’s Encyclopcedia ’ unsatisfactory work, 
though better than none. 


I was timorously aiming towards literature (he saj-s 
perhaj® m consequence of Irving’s urgency). I thought in 
audacious moments I might perhaps earn some trifle that 
way by honest labour, somehow to help my finance ; but in 
that too I was painfully sceptical (talent and opportunity 
alike doubtful aUke incredible to me, poor doumpressed 
soul), and m fact there came little enough of iiroduce or 
finance to me from that source, and for the firat yeare abso- 
utely none, m spite of my diligent and desiderate efforts, 
uboh ai-e .^ud to me to tlunk of even now. AM Mores. 

kM ' u f “'‘d chaotic 

dfearn be Pl''osethon, as a nightmare 

ream btconie real, more of that; it did not couauer 
me, or (p.ite kill me, thank God.* conquer 

' li«miuix€tu:e«, vol i. p. 14^, 
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August brought Irving to Annan for his summer 
holidays, which opened possibilities of companionship 
again. Mainhill was but seven miles off, and the 
friends met and wandered together in the Mount 
Annan woods, Irving steadily cheering Carlyle with 
confident promises of ultimate success. In September 
came an offer of a tutorship in a ‘ statesman’s ’ * farail\% 
which Irving urged him to accept. 

You live too much in an ideal world (Irving said), and 
you are likely to be punished for it by an unfitness for prac- 
tical life. It is nob your fault but the misfortune of your 
ciiciimstanccs, as it has been in a less degree of my own. 
This situation will be more a remedy for that than if you 
were to go back to Edinburgh. . . . Try your band with the 
respectable illiterate men of middle life, as I am doing at 
present, and perhaps in their honesty and hearty kindness 
you may be taught to forget, and perhaps to undervalue the 
splendours, and envies, and competitions of men of literature. 

I think you have within you the ability to roar the pillars of 
your own immortality, and, what is more, of your own happi- 
ness, from the basis of any level in life, and I would always 
have any man destined to influence the interests of men, to 
have read tliesc interests as they arc disclosed in the mass of 
men, and not in the few who are lifted upon the eminence 
of life, and wlien there too often forget the man to ape the 
ruler or the monarcli. All that is valuable of the literary 
caste you have in their vTitings. Their convei-sabions, I am 
told, are full of jealousy and reserve, or, perhaps to cover 
that reserve, of trifling. 

Irving’s judgment was jicrhaps at fault in this 

* ‘ StntesTnan,* or Fmall freoholdcr farming his ottd laod^ commoo 
Hi ill Id CumbcrluDil, then spread OTer the oorlhcrn counties. 
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advice. Carlyle, proud, irritable and impatient as 

he was, could not have remained a week in such a 

household. His ambition (downtrodden as he might 

call himself) was greater than he knew. He may 

have felt like Halbert Glendinning when the hope 

was held out to him of becoming the Abbot’s head 

keeper—* a body servant, and to a lazy priest ! ' At 

any rate the proposal came to nothing, and with the 

winter he was back once more at his lodgings in 

Edinburgh, determined to fight his way somehow, 

though in what direction he could not yet decide or 
see. 


Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle, 

j , . Kd'oburgh; December 5, 1820 

J Sit down with the greatest pleasure to answer your 

n^la^ptableletur. . . . The warm affection, the generous 

aj-mpathy displayed in it go near the heart, and shed over 
me a meek and kindly dew of brotherly love more refreshing 
than any but a wandering forlorn mortal can weU iinumne’ 
Some of your expi-essioiis affect me almost to weakniis f 
might say to pain, if I did not hope the course of events 

soothin’*”""] congratulation, from 

oothin adversity to adorning prosperity. I marked vour 

dMonsolate look. It has often since been painted ii/tlie 

"er 'wTkln "i" P- 

after eWr m “ ® 

after, cheer many a winter evening by recalling such iwiisive 
but jet amiable and manly thoughts to our minds \nd in 

onr forgetting one another. Tliere is less dan<-er of this 

t ha‘’ve’*”ad^"eth]If 

nave all something original in our formation, and liiid 
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therefore leas than common sympathy with others ; so that 
we are coi^trained, as it were, to draw to one another, and 
to seek that friendship in onr own blood which we do nob 
find so readily elsewhere. Jack and I and you will respect 
one another to the end of our lives, because I predict that 
our conduct will be worthy of respect, and we will love one 
another, because the feeling of our young days — feelings 
impressed most deeply on the young heart — are all inter- 
twined and united by the tenderest yet strongest ties of our 
nature. But independently of this your fear is vain. Con- 
tinue to cultivate your abilities, and to beliave steadily and 
quietly as you have done, and neither of the two literati^ are 
hkely to find many pemons more qualified to appreciate their 
fechngs than the farmer their brother. Greek words and 
Latin are fine things, but they cannot hide the emptiness 
and lowness of many who employ them. 

Brewster has printed my article. He is a pushing man 
and speaks encouragingly to me. Taib (the bookseller) is 
loud m his kind anticipations of the grand things that are 
in store for me. But in fact I do not lend much car to 
those gentlemen. I feel quite sick of this drivelling state of 
painful idleness. I am going to be patient no longer, bub 
quitting study or leaving it in a secondary place I feel de^er- 
nuned, as it were, to find something stationary, some local 
habitation and some name for myself, ere it be long. I shall 
turn and try all things, be diligent, be assiduous in season 
and out of season to effect this prudent purpose ; and if 
healtli stay with me I still trust I sliall succeed. At worst 
it is but narrowing my views to suit my means. I shall 
enter the writing life, the mercantile, the lecturing, any life 
in sliort bub that of country schoolmaster ; and even that 
sad refuge from the storms of fate rather than stand here in 


‘ His brother John nnej himself. 
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frigid impotence, the powers of my mind all festering and 
corroding each other in the miserable strife of inward will 
against outward necessity. 

I lay out my heart before you, my boy, because it is 
solacing for me to do so ; but I would not have you think 
me depressed. Bad health does indeed depi'oss and under- 
mine one more than all other calamities put together ; but 
with care, which I have the best of all reasons for taking, 
I know this will in time get out of danger. Steady then,’ 
steady t as the drill-sergciints say. Let ns be steady unto 
the end. In due time we shall reap if we faint not. Lon-- 
may you continue to cherish the manly feelings which you 
cxpiess in conclusion. They lead to respectai)ility at least 
from the world, and, what is far better, to sunshine within 
which nothing can destroy or eclipse. 

In the same packet Carlyle encloses a letter to hi. 
mother. 


I know well and feel deeply that yon entertain the most 
ohc.tons anxiety about my temporal, and still more about 

I have still 

he latter though it becomes not the human Cm to hit 
I would fain persuade you not to entertain so many doubts’ 
our characmr and mine are far more similar than you 

Lrarl«"aV 7^ “P"*'"'"' ‘•hough clothed in dilTorLt 

tC’wi at bottom. I respect 
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shall be light, and where the exercise of oar affections will 
not be thwarted by the infirmities of human nature any 
more. Brewster will give me articles enough. Meanwhile 
my living here is not to cost me anything, at least for a seteon 
more or less. I have two hours of teaching, which both gives 
me a call to walk and brings in four guineas a month. 

Again, a few weeks later : — 

Tliomas Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle 

January 30, 1821. 

My employment, you are aware, is still very fluctuating 
and uncertain, but this I trust will improve. I am advancing, 
I think, though leisurely, and at last I feel no insuperable 
doubts (at least when healthy) of getting honest bread, which 
is all I want. For as to fame and all that, I see it already 
to be nothing better than a meteor, a will-o’-the-wisp which 
leads one on through quagmires and pitfalls to catch an 
object W'hich, when we have caught it, turns out to be 
nothing. I am happy to think in the meantime that you 
do nob feel uneasy about ray future destiny. Providence, as 
you observe, will order it better or worse, and with His 
award, so nothing mean or wicked lie before me, I shall 
study to rest sabisfled. . . . 

It is a strildug thing, and an alarming to those who are 
at ease iji the world, to think how many living beings that 
had breath and hope wibliin them when I left Ecclefechan 
are now numbered with the clods of the valley ! Surely 
there is something obstinately stupid in the heart of man, 
or the flight of three.score yeai*s, and the poor joys or poorer 
cares of this our pilgrimage would never move as they do. 
Why do we fret and murmur, and toil, and consume oui'selves 
for objects so transient and frail ? Is it that the soul living 
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Lere as in her prison-house strives after something boundless 
like herself, and finding it nowhere still renews the search ? 
Surely we are fearfully and wonderfully made. But I must 
not pursue these speculations, though they force themselves 
upon us sometimes even without our asking. 

To his family Carlyle made the best of his situation ; 
and indeed, so fur as outward circumst<inces were 
concerned, there was no special cause for anxiety. His 
farmhouse tniining had made him indifferent to 
luxuries, and he was earning as much money as he 
required. It was not here that the pinch lay; it was 
in the still uncompleted ‘ tempt^itions in the wilder- 
ness,’ in the mental uncertainties which gave him 
neither peace or respite. He had no fneruf in Edin- 
burgh with whom he could cxcliange thoughts, and 
no society to amuse or distract him. And those wlio 
knew his condition best, the faithful Irving e.specially, 
became seriously alarmed for him. So keeuly Irving 
felt the danger, that in D»*ccmber he even inviteil 
Carlyle to give up Edinburgh and be his own gue;,t for 
an indefinite time at Glasgow. 

You make me too proud of myself (he wrote) when yon 
connect me so much with your happiness. Would tha*t I 
could contribute to it as 1 most fondly wish, and one of tlic 
richest and most ])Owerful minds I know should not now be 
struggling with obscurity and a thousand obstacles. And 
yet if I had the power I do not sec by what means 1 shotiM 
cause it to be known ; yoiu* mind, unfortunately for its pre- 
sent peace, has taken in so wide a range of study as to be 
almost incapable of professional trammels ; and it lias 
nourished so uncommon and so unyielding a character, as 

VOL. i. , 
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firet unfits you for, and then disgusts you with, any accom- 
modations which for so cultivated and so fertile a mind 
would easily procure favour and patronage. The race which 
you have run these last yeare pains me even to think upon 
it, and if it should be continued a little longer, I pray God 
to give you strength to endure it. . . . We calculate upon 
seeing you at Christmas, and till theu you can think of 
what I now propose — that instead of wearying youi*self with 
endless vexations which are more than you can bear, you 
will consent to sjx:iid not a few weeks, but a few months, here 
under my roof, where enjoying at least wholesome conversa- 
tion and the sight of real friends, you may undertake some 
literary einploymcut wliich may present you in a fairer aspect 
to the public than any you have hitherto taken before them. 
Now I know it is quite Scottish for you to refuse this upon 
the score of troubling me : but trouble to me it is none ; and 
if it were a thousand times more, would I not esteem it well 
bestowed upon you and most highly rewarded by your com- 
pany and convemalion ? I should esteem it an honour that 
your first sally in arms went forth from my habitation. 

^^■eU might Carlyle cherish Irving’s memory. 
Never had he or any man a truer-hearted, more 
generous friend. The offer could not be accepted. 
Carlyle was determined before all things to earn his 
own broad, and he would not abandon his pupil work. 
Christinas he did spend at Glasgow, but he was soon 
back again. lie w’as corresponding now with London 
booksellers, offering a complete translation of Schiller 
for one thing, to which the answer had been an abrupl 
No. Captain llasil Hall, on the other hand, having 
heard of Carlyle, tried to attach him to himself, as a 
sort of scientific companion on easy terms — Carlyle 
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to do observations which Captain Hall was to send to 
the Admiralty as his own, and to have in return the 
advantage of philosophical society, &c., to which his 
answer had in like manner been negative. His letters 
show him still suffering from mental fever, thoutjh 
with glimpses of purer light. 

TkoTnas Ocirlyle to John Carlyle. 

y. . , , Eiiioburgh: March 9. 1821 

It IS u shame and misery to me at this age to be glidimr 
about m strenuous idleness, with no hand in the game of life 
where I have yet so much to win, no outlet for the restless 
faculties winch are thus up in mutiny and slaying one 
another for lack of fair enemies. I must do or die then as 
the song g^. Edinburgh, with all its drawbacks, is the 
only scene for me. In the country I am like an alien, a 
stranger and pilgrim from a far-distant land. . I must 
endeavour most sternly, for this state of things cannot la^ 
and If health do but revisit me as I know she will, it shall’ 
ere long give place to a better. If I grow seriouslv d 

: but when once the weathL is 
settled and diy e.vereise and care ivill restore me completely 
l am considerably clearer than I was, and I should hare been 
still more so had not this afternoon been wet, and so ml 
vented me from breathing the air of Arthur’s 4.t, a moun- 
tain close beside us. where the atmosphere is pure as a 
^^mmoiid, and the prospect grander than any you ev^r ^.w 
he blue majestic everlasting ocean, with the Fife hills 
swelling gradually into the Grampians behind ; rough cra!^ 
and rude precipices at our feet (where not a hillock reared 
head unsung), with Edinbiir^^h at thp>r i 

proudly over her laigged foundations, a^d corerinf wrf 
vajioiiry mantle the jagged black venemble mas.scs ^f shme- 

7—2 
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work that stretch far and wide and show like a city of Fairy- 
land. ... I saw it aU lai t evening wlicn the sun was going 
down, and the moon’s fini- crescent, like a pretty silver crea- 
ture as it is, was riding quietly above me. Such a sight 
does oue good. But I sm leading you astray after my 
fantasies when I should be inditing plain prose. 


The gloomy period of Carlyle’s life — a period on 
which he said that he ever looked back with a kind of 
horror — was drawing to its close, this letter among 
other symptoms showing that the natural strength of 
his intellect was asserting itself. Better prospects were 
opening ; more regular literary employment ; an offer, 
if he chose to accept it, from his friend Mr. Swan, of a 
tutorship at least more satisfactory than the Yorkshire 
one. His mothei-’s affection was more precious to him, 
however simply expressed, than any other form of earthly 

consolation. 


Mrs. Carlyle to Tkor,ias Carlyle. 

iluinhill: March 21, 1821. 

Son Tom— I received your kind and pleasant letter. No- 
thing is more satisfying to me than to hear of your welfare. 
Keep up your heart, my brave boy. "tou ask kindly after 
my health. I complain as little as possible. When the day 
is rhecrier, it has a great effect on me. But upon the whole 
I am as well as I can expect, thank God. I have sent a 
little butter and a few cakes with a box to bring home your 
chillies Send them all home that I may wash and sort 
them once more. Oh, man, could I but write ! I’ll tcU ye 
n’ when we meet, but I must in the meantime content my- 
self. Do send me a long letter ; it revives me greatly ; and 
teU me honestly if you read your chapter e’en and morn,la<l. 
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lot 


You mind I hod if not year hand, I hod your foot of it. 

me if there is anything.you want in particular. I must 
r un t o pack the box, so I am 

Your affectionate mother, 

Margaret CARriYi.E. 


Irving was still anxious. To him Carlyle laid him- 
self bare in all his shifting moods, now complaining, 
now railing at himself for want of manliness. Irving 
soothed him as he could, always avoiding preachment. 

I see (he wrote)* you have much to bear, and perhaps it 
may be a time before you clear yourself of that sickness of 
the heart which afllicU you ; but strongly I feel assured it 
will not master you, that j’ou will rise strongly above it and 
reach the place your genius destines you to. falsely 

do yon judge yourself when you seek such degrading simili- 
tudes to represent what you call your ‘ whining.* And I 
pray you may not again talk of your distresses in so desperate 
and to me disagreeable, manner. Mj dear Sir, is it to b^ 
doubted that you are suffering grievously the want of spiritual 
communion, the bread and water of the soul ? and why, 
then, do you, as it were, mock at your calamity or treat it 
jestingly ? I declare this is a sore offence. You alton-ether 
mistoke at least mt/ feeling if you think I feel anything but 
the kindest sympathy in your case, in which symp*athy I am 
sure there is nothing degrading, either to you or to me 
Else were I degraded every time I visit a sick bed in endea- 
vouring to draw forth the case of a sufferer from liis own 
bps that I may if possible administer some spiritual consola- 
t:on But oh 1 I would bo angry, or rather I should have a 
shudder of unnatural feeling, if the sick man wore to make 


> March IS, 1821. 
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a mockery to me of his case or to deride himself for making 
it kno^ to any physician of body or mind. Excuse my 
freedom, Carlyle. I do this in justification of my own state 
of mind towards your distress. I feel for your condition as 
a brother would feel, and to see you silent about it were the 
greatest access of painful emotion which you could cause me. 
I hope soon to look back with you over this scene of trials 
as the soldier does over a hard campaign, or the restored 
captives do over theii* days of imprisonment- 

Again, on the receii^t of some better account of his 
friend’s condition, Irving wrote on April 26 : — 

I am beginning to see the dawn of that day when you 
shall be plucked by the literary world from my solitary, and 
therefore more clear, admiration ; and when from almost a 
monopoly I shall have nothing but a mere shred of your 
praise. They will unearth you, and for your sake I will 
rejoice, though for my own I may regret. But I shall 
always have the pleasant sujxiriority that I was your friend 
and admirer, through good and through bad report, to con- 
tinue, so I hope, unto the end. Yet our honest Demosthenes,' 
or shall I call liim Chrysostom (Boanerges would fit liim 
better), seems to have caught some glimpse of your inner 
man, though he had few opportunities ; for he never ceases 
to be inquiring after you. You will soon shift your quarters, 
though for the present I think your motto should bo, ‘ Better 
a wee bush than na bield.’ If you are going to revert to 
teacliing again, which I heartily deprecate, 1 know nothing 
better than Swan’s conception, although success in it depends 
mainly upon otTset and address, and the studying of humours, 
which, though it be a good enough way of its kind, is nob 
the way to which I think you should yet condescend. 

' Or. Chalmfrs. 
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Kricnds and family might console and adWse, but 
Carlyle himself could alone conquer the spiritual 
maladies which were the real cause of his distraction. 
In' June of this year 1821 was transacted what in 
‘Sartor Resartus ’ he describes as his ‘ conversion/ or 
‘new birth/ when he ‘authentically took the Devil by 
the nose/ when he began to achieve the convictions, 
positive and negative, by which the whole of his later 
life was governed. 

Nothing in * Sartor Resaitns * (he says) is fact ; symboli- 
cal myth all, except that of the incident in the line St. 
Thomas de I’Enfer, which occurred quite literally to myself 
in Leith Walk, during three weeks of total sleeplessness, in 
which almost my one solace was that of a daily bathe on the 
sands between Leith and Portobello. Incident wjis as I went 
down ; coming up I generally felt refreshed for the hour. I 
remember it well, and could go stmight to about the place. 

As the incident is thus authenticated, I may borrow 
the words in which it is described, opening, as it docs, 
a window into Carlyle’s inmost heart. 

Shut out from hope in a deeper sense than we yet dream 
of (for as the professor wanders wearisomely through this 
world, he has lost all tidings of another and a higher), full 
of religion, or at least of religiosity, as our friend luis since 
exhibited himself, he hides not that in those days he was 
toUilly irreligious. ‘ Doubt had darkened into unbelief,’ 
sjiys he : ‘shade after sliade goes grimly over your soul, till 
you have the fixed starless Tartarean black.’ To such 
readers as have reflected (what can be called reflecting) on 
man’s life, and happily discovered, in contradiction to much 
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profit and less pliilosophy, that soul is not synonymous with 
stomach, who undei’staiid, therefore, in our friend’s words, 
* that for man’s well-being faith is properly the one thing 
needful, how with it martyrs, otherwise wx*ak, can cheerfully 
endure the shame and the cross, and without it worldlings 
puke up their sick existence by suicide in the midst of 
luxury ; ’ to such it will be clear that for a pure moral nature 
the loss of his religious belief was the loss of everything. 
Unhappy young man ! All wounds, the crush of long-con- 
tinued destitution, tlie stab of false friendship and of false 
love, all w’ounds in thy so genial heart, w'ould have healed 
again, had not its life-warmth been withdrawn. 'V\’’ell might 
he exclaim in l)is wild way : ‘ Is there no God then ? but, at 
best, an absentee God sitting idle ever since the first Sabbath, 
at the outside of his univei*se, and seeing it go ? Has the 
word “ duty ” no meaning ? Is what wc call Duty no divine 
messenger and guide, but a false earthly fantasm, made up 
of desire and fear, of emanations from the gallows and Dr, 
Graham's celestial bed ? na])pincss of an approving con- 
science ! Hid not Paul of Tarsus, whom admiring men have 
since named saint, feel that he was the chief of sinners ; and 
Nero of Rome, jocund in spirit, spend much of his time in 
fiddling ? Foolish wordmonger and motive grinder, who in 
thy logic mill hast an earthly mechanism for the godlike 
itself, and wouldst fain grind me out virtue from the husks 
of pleasure. I tell thee Nay I To the unregcncrate Pro- 
metheus Vinctus of a man, it is ever the bitterest aggrava- 
tion of his WTetcliodncss that he is conscious of virtue, that 
he feels himself the victim not of suffering only, hut of in- 
justice. AVhat then ? Is the hei’oic inspiration we name 
Virtue but some passion, some bubble of the blood bubbling 
in the direction othei-s jn-olit by ? I know not ; only this I 
know. If what thou namest TTappincss is our true aim, 
then are we all astray. With stupidity and sound digestion 
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man may front much. But what in these dull unimaginative 
days are the terrors of conscience to the diseases of the liver I 
Not on morality but on cookery let us build our stronghold. 
Then brandishing our frying-pan as censer, let us offer sweet 
incense to the Devil, and live at ease on the fat things he 
has provided for his elect 1 * 

Thus has the bewildered wanderer to stand, as so many 
have done, shouting question after question into the Sibyl- 
cave of destiny, and receive no answer but an echo. . . . No 
pillar of cloud by day and no pillar of lire by night any 
longer guides the pilgrim. To such length lias the spirit of 
inquiry carried him. * But what boots it ? * cries he ; * it is 
hut the common lot in this era. Not having come to spiri- 
tual majority prior to the ‘Siccle de Louis Quinze,' and not 
being bom purely a loghead, thou hadst no other outlook. 
The whole world is like thee sold to unbelief. Tlieir old 
temples of the godhead, which for long have not been rain- 
proof, crumble down ; and men ask now, where is the god- 
hciid ; our eyes never saw him.’ 

Pitiful enough were it for all these wild utterances to 
call our Diogenes wicked. Unprofitable servants as wc all 
are, perhaps at no era of his life wjis he more decisively the 
servant of goodness, the serv'ant of God, than even now when 
doubting God’s existence. * One circumstance 1 note,’ says 
he ; ‘after all the nameless woe that Inquiry, which for me, 
what it is not always, was genuine love of truth, had wrought 
me, I nevertheless still loved Truth, and would bate no jot 
of my allegiance to her.’ ‘ Truth 1 ’ I cried, ‘ though the 
heavens crush me for following her : no Falsehood ! though 
a whole celestial Lubberland were the price of apostasy.’ In 
conduct it was the same. Had a divine messenger from the 
clouds, or miraculous handwriting on the wall, convincingly 
proclaimed to me This thou sfuiU do, with what passionate 
readiness, as I often thought, would I have done it, had it 
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been leaping into the infernal fire. Thus in spite of all 
motive grinders and mechanical profit and loss philosophies, 
with the sick ophthalmia and hallucination they had brought 
on, was the infinite nature of duty stUl dimly present to me • 
living without God in the world, of God’s h'ght I was not 
nt^rly bereft. If my as yet scaled eyes with their unspeak- 
able longmg could nowhere see Him, nevertheless in my 

heart he was present, and his ITe«'»ven-written law still stood 
legible and sacred there.* 

Meanwhile, under all these tribulations and tcmfioral 
and spiritual destitutions, what must the wanderer in his 
silent soul have endured I 

The painfullest feeling (T\Tites he), is that of your own 
feebleness ; even as the English Milton says, ‘to be weak is 
the true misery.’ And yet of your strength there is and can 
be no clear feeling, save by what you have prospered in, by 
what you have done. Between vague wavering capability 
and fixed indubitable performance, what a difference 1 A 
certain inarticulate self-consciousness dwells dimly in ns, 
which only our works can render articulate and decisively 
discernible. Our works are the mirror wherein the spirit 
first sees its natural lin&imcnts. Hence, too, the folly of 
tliab irnpossilile precept, Know thijftclf, till it be translated 
into tliis partially possible one, Know vJiat (hou const 
tvork at. 

But for mo, so strangely unprosperous had I been, the 

net result of my workings amounted as yet simply to 

nothing. How, then, could 1 believe in my strength wlien 
there was as yet no mirror to see it in ? Ever did this agi- 
tating, yet, ns r now preccive, quite frivolous question remain 
to me insoluble : Hast thou a certain faculty, a certain 
worth, such as even tlic most have not ; or art thou the 
completest dullard of these modern times ? Alas, the fearful 
unbelief is unbelief in youmelf ; and how could I believe ? 
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Had not my first last faith iu myself, when even to me the 
Heavens seemed laid open, and I dared to love, Deen all too 
cruelly belied ? The speculative mystery of life grew ever 
more mysterious to me : neither in the practical mystery 
had I made the slightest progress, but been everywhere 
buffeted, foiled, and contemptuously cast out. A feeble unit 
in the middle of a threatening infinitude, I seemed to have 
nothing given me but eyes whereby to discern my own 
wretchedness. Invisible yet imjKJuetrable walls, as of en- 
chantment, divided me from all living. Now when I looked 
back it was a strange isolation I then lived in. The men 
and women round me, even speaking with me, were but 
figures ; I had practically forgotten that they were alive, 
that they were not merely automatic. In the midst of their 
crowded streets and assemblages, I walked solitary, and (ex- 
cept as it was my own heiirt, not another’s, that I kei)t de- 
vouring), siivage also a.s the tiger in his jungle. Some 
comfort it would have been could I, like Faust, have fancied 
myseU tempted and tormented of the devil ; for a hell sis J 
imagine, without life, though only diabolic life, were more 
frightful : but in our age of downpulliug and dislwlief, the 
very devil has been pulled down, you cannot so luucli as 
believe in a devil. To me the universe wsis all void of life, 
of purpose, of volition, even of hostility : it was one huge* 
dead, immeasurable steam-engine, roiling on in its dc^d* 
indifference, to grind me limb from Umb. Oh, the vast, 
gloomy, solitary Golgotha and mill of death ! Why was the 
living banished thither corapanionless, conscious ? Why, if 
there is no devil, nay, unless the devil is your god ? . *. . 
From suicide a certain afterahine (Nachscheiu) of Christianity 
witliheld me, perhaps also a certain indolence of cliaracter ; 
for was not tliat a remedy I had at any time within reach ? 
Often, however, there was a question present to me : sliould 
Romeone now at the turning of tliat corner blow thee sud- 
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7* otter world or other no-world by 

pLstoi-shofc, how were it ? . , ^ ^ 

r protracted death-agony 

Went 

heavenly do«-drop was smouldering in sulphurous slow- 
1 liming fire. Almost since earliest memory I had shed 
o tear; or once only when I, murmuring half audibly, 
recited Faust s death-song, that wild ‘Selig der. den er ira 
► legesglan/e findet, Ifappy, whom /te finds in battle’s splen- 
dour and thou^dit that of this last friend even I was not 
foi-,dkcn, that destiny itself could not doom me not to die. 
Haying no hope, neither liad I any definite fear, wore it of man 
or deril ; nay I often felt as if it might be solacing could 
tlie arch-dcvil himself, though in Tartarean terrom, but rise 
to me, that I might tell liim a little of my mind. And yet, 
strangely enough, I lived in a continual indefinite pining 
fear ; tivtnuious, pusillanimous apprelicnsion of I knew not 
what. It seemed as if all things in the heavens above and 
the earth beneath would hurt me ; as if the heavens and 
the earth were but boumlloss jaws of a devouring monster, 
whoiein I palpitating waited to bo devoured. 

l' nil of such luimour was I one sultry dogday after much 
pcramlmlatiou toiling along the dirty little iliie St. Thomas 

*vr ^ fitmospliere and over pavements hot as 

jSebuchadnezzar’s furn.ice ; wherehy doubtless my spirits were 
little uheerod ; wli.m all at once there rose a tliought in me 
and I asked myself : ‘What art thou afraid of ? wherefore, 
like a coward, dost thou for over pip and whimper, and go 
cowering and trembling ? Despicalile bipod I wliat is the sum 
total of the worst tliat lies before thee ? Death ? Well, death • 
and say the pangs of Tophet too, and all that the devil and man 
may, will, or can do against thee I Hast thou nob a heart ? 
canst thou nob suffer whatsoever it bo ; and as a child of 
freedom, though outcast, trample Tophet itself nnder thy feet. 
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while it consumes thee ? Let it come, then, and I will meet 
it and defy it.’ And us I so thought, there rushed like u 
stream of fire over my whole soul, and I shook base fear away 
from me for ever. I was strong ; of unknown strength ; a 
spirit ; almost a god. Ever from that time, the temper of 
my misery was changed ; not fear or whining sorrow was it, 
but indignation and grim fire-eyed defiance. 

Thus had the everlasting No (*das ewige Nein’) pealed 
authoritatively through all the recesses of my being, of my 
Me ; and then it was that my whole Me stood up in native 
God-created majesty, and with emphasis recorded its protest. 
Such a protest, the most important transaction in my life, 
may that same iinlignation and defiance, in a psychological 
point of view, be fitly called. The everlasting No had said : 
Eehold, thou art fatherless, outcast, and the universe is 
mine (the devil’s) ; to which my whole Me now made an- 
swer : 1 am not thine but free, and for ever hate thee. 

It is from this hour I incline to date my spiritual new 
birth ; perhaps I directly thereupon began to lx; a man.* 


* Sartor p. 116, 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A. D. 1821. ^T. 26. 

/CitAiGENPD'rroCK, craig, or whinstone hill of the put- 
tocks,^ is a high moorland farm on the watershed 
between Dumfriesshire and Galloway, sixteen miles 
from the town of Duinfries. The manor house, solid 
and gaunt, and built to stand for centuries, lies on a 
slope protected by a plantation of pines, and surrounded 
by a few acres of reclaimed grass land — a green island 
in the midst of heathery hills, sheep-walks, and un- 
drained peat-bogs. A sterner spot is hardly to be 
found in Scotland. ) Here for many generations had 
resided a family of Welshes, holding the rank of small 
gentry. The eldest son bore always the same name — 
John Welsh had succeeded John Welsh as far back as 
tradition could record; the earliest John of whom 
authentic memory remained being the famous Welsh, 
the minister of Ayi-, who married the daughter of John 
Knox. This lady it was who, when her husband was 
banished, and when she was told by King James that 
he might return to Scotland if he would acknowled^^e 
the authority of bishops, raised her apron and said, 

‘ Please your Majesty I’d rather kep his head there.’ 

* Small h;i\Fks» so Daincd still io Gallowayi aail odc<> throughout 

Who finds tho partridge in the puttock's uest» 

But muy imagioo how the bixvl was dead»* 
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I he king asked her who she was. ‘ Knox and Welsh,’ 

he exclaimed, when she told him her parentage, ‘ Knox 

and Welsh ! The devU never made such u match as 

that. ‘It’s right lik^ sir,’ said she, ‘for we never 
sjiecred his advice/ 

A family with such an ancestry natunilly showed 
remarkable qualities. ‘Several blackguards among 
them, but not one blockhead that r^i^iTheard of ’ 

was the account of her kinsfolk given to Jane Welsh' 
by her grandfather. 


In the rebellion of 1745 the laird of Craiffonputtoek 
had been among the symiiuthisers, though he escaped 
committing himself. Some of his frifnds who had 
been more deeply implicated, had taken shelter with 
him when they were inquired for after CuUoden 
Informers betrayed their hiding-place, and a party of 
dragoons were sent up from Dumfries to arrest them, 
rhe alarm was given ; before the dragoons an-ived the 
objects of their pursuit were away across the hills in 
G.alloway. Such and such men with you. aren't they ’ ’ 
«ud the officer to the laird, as he rode to the door. 

and they were rebels, say you? Kie, the villains' 
h.id I but knoTO ! But come, let us chase immediately 
Once across the Orr yonder, and the swamps > (whiJh 

Irr^ rofr™ 

rm road, and will soon catch the dogs.’ Welsh 
mounted, and volunteered to guide; guided the 

tZ^road "■‘•o knew 

the road, could pass, and the heavy dragoon horses sank 


* Afusrwiirda Mrs. Carljlo. 
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to their girths. Having provided them with worh 
which would last till dark, he professed profound 

regrets, rode oflf, and left them. 

The son of this laird died young, leaving a widow at 
Craigenputtock with a single child, another John, who 
was bora in 1757. The mother, desiring to give the 
boy a better education than was to be had on the 
moors, sent him down to a tutor in Nithsdale. There 
he fell in love with a Miss Hunter, daughter of a 
neighbouring grazier, and married her, he being 
seventeen and the lady a year younger. They returned 
to the Craig together, and produced one after the other 
fourteen children. The large family brought expenses. 
The income was small. The laird drifted into difficul- 
ties, sold part of the Craigenputtock property, and 
being unable to make a living out of the rest, left it 
and took a farm by the riverside in Nith valley, above 
Dumfries. Here he was fairly successful, as indeed he 

deserved to be. 


A valiant sensible man (says Carlyle), solidly devout, 
truth’s own self in what he said and did; bad dignity of 
niannei's too, in fact a rcaUy brave, sincere, and honourable 
soul • reverent of talent, honesty, and sound sense beyond 
all thin.gs ; was silently respected and honestly esteemed m 

the district where he lived. 


‘ Not however without a grin hero and there, for he 
had his peculiarities. He was a tall man himself; he 
had a fixed notion that size of body and size of mind 
went together, and he would never admit a new friend 
till he had measuicd him. This old John Welsh (or 
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Penfillan, as he was called from the name of his farm) 
did not die till 1823, outliWng his distinguished son 
who was the father of Carlyle’s wife. 

This next John Welsh was the eldest of the fourteen. 
He was bom at Craigenputtock in 1776, and spent his 
childish years there. Scotch boys leam early to take 
cure of themselves. He was sent to Edinburgh Uni- 
versity when a mere lad to study medicine,^ While 
attending the classes he drew attention to himself by 
his intelligence, and was taken as an aj>prentiee by the 
then celebnited Dr. Benjamin Bell. Dr. Bell saw his 
extraordinary merit, and in 17‘J6, when he was but 
twenty, recommended him for a commission as regi- 
mental surgeon to the Perthshire Fencibles. This post 
he held for two years, and aftci-wards, in 1798, he suc- 
ceeded either by purchase or otherwise to the local 
practice of the town and neighbourhood of Haddington. 
His reputation rose rapidly, and along with it he made 
a rapid fortune. To help his brothers and sisters he 
purchiised Craigenputtock from his father, without 
waiting till it came to him by inheritance. He paid 
ofl’ the encumbrances, and he intended eventually to 
retire thither when he should give up business. 

In 1800 Dr. Welsh married, the wife whom he chose 
being a Welsh also, though of another family entirely 
unrelated to his own. She, too, if tra<lition might be 
trusted, came of famous blood. John Welsh was de- 
scended from Knox. Grace or Grizzle Welsh traced 
her pedigree through her mother, who was a Baillie, to 
Wallace. Her father was a well-to-do stock farmer, 
^en living at Caplegill on Moffat Water. Walter 

elsh (this was his uaiiie), when his clau^ljter loft Inm 
vou X* u 
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to go to Iladclington, moved himself into Nithsdale, 
and took a farm then known as Temi)land, near Pen- 
fillan. Thus Jane Welsh’s two grandfathers, old Walter 
and ol<l John, Welshes both of them, though connected 
on\y through their children’s marriage, became close 
neighbours and friends. Walter of Templand lived to 
a great age, and Carlyle after his marriage knew him 
well. He took to Carlyle, indeed, from the first, having 
but two faults to find with him, that he smoked 
tobacco, and would not drink whisky punch ; not that 
old Walter drank to excess himself, or at all cared for 
drinking, but he thought that total abstinence in a 
young man was a sign of conceit or airectution, 

lie was a man (Caiiyle wTitcs)* of much singnilarity and 
iuUillccL too, a microcosm of old Scottish Life as it had been. 
Hot. impatient temper, breaking out into flashes of light- 
ning if you touched him the ^v^oug way ; but they were 
flashes only, never bolts. Face uncommonly fine, serious 
yet laugliing eyes as if inviting yon in, bushy eyebrows 
picturesaiuely shaggy, abundant grey hair, beard imperfectly 
shaved, features massive yet soft, honesty, quick ingenuity, 
kindliness and frank manhood as the general expression,^ a 
most simple man of stunted utterance, burred with his ty's, 
had a chewing kind of way with his words which rapid or 
few were not extremely distinct till you attended a little, 
and then aided by the face they were distinct and memor- 
able. Clever things Walter nev'er said or attempted to say, 
nor wise things either in any shape beyond that of sincerely 
accepted commonplace ; but he weU knew when such were 
said by others, and had a bright dimpling chuckle— smudge 
of laughter the Scotcli call it, one of the prettiest words and 

> Jirmiuixeitccf. v.>l. ii. (ubriilgcd). 
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ditto things, and on the whole hated no kind of talk but the 
unwise kind. He was serious, pensive, not mournful or sad 
m those old times. He had the prettiest laugh that I can 
wmember, not the loudest, ily owm father’s still rarer 
n louder far, though not perhaps more complete. 

But his was aU of artillery thunder— /eu de joie from all 
guns as the main element; while in Walter there was 
audible something as of infinite fiutes and harps, as if the 
vanquish^ themselves were invited or compelled to partake 
of the triumph. ‘ I^diant ever young Apollo.’ &c. &c. of 
Ttufelsdiockh s laugh is a reminiscence of that. He had 
an immense fund of articulate gaiety in his composition, a 
truly fine sense of the ridicnlous ; excellent sense in a man 

O'- ^ conscious of it, as 
»as M alter s case. It must have been from him that my 

Jane derived that beautiful light humour, never going into 

folly, yet full of tacit fires which spontaneously illuminated 

all her test hours. Thanks to Walter ! . . . she was like 

hmi in this resisait. lly father’s laugh is mainly mine • a 

giiimn r and mferior kind. Of my mother’s teautifully 

old) I ^m to have inherited less, though not nothing either 
n.iy, perhajis at bottom not even less, had my life chanced to’ 
be easier and joyfuller. • Sense of the ridiculous ’"h 
railing such— 1 e. brotherly sympathy with the downward 
s^e IS very indispensable to a man. Hebrews have it not, 

rZ lL?Zh “ ““hguard Heine to any 

real length ; hence various misqiialities of theire nerhans 

mo» o their qualities too which have become histori’eah' Tlds 

IS .111 old remark of mine, though not yet written anywhere. 

The beautiful Jliss Baillie, Walter’s wife, who came 
of W allace, died early. Their son, called also John 
(the many John Welshes may cause some confusion 

8—2 
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in this biognixihy unless the reader can remember the 
distinctions), went into business at Liverpool, and was 
prospering as a merchant there, when a partner who was 
to have been his brother-in-law proved dishonest, ran 
off with all the property that he could lay hands on, 
and left John Welsh to bankruptcy and. a debt of 
12 OOOi. The creditors were lenient, knowing how the 
catastrophe had been brought about. John Welsh 
cKerted himself, remade his fortune, and after eight 
years invited them all to dinner, where each found 
under his cover a cheque for the full amount of his 
claim. He was still living at Liveniool long after Car- 
lyle settled in London with his niece, and wiU be heard 

o'f often in her correspondence. -r r T^ 

His sister Grace, or Grizzle, was the wife of Dr. 
Welsh at Haddington. In appearance she was like her 
mother, tall, aquiline, and commanding. 

She had a goodish, well-tending intellect (says Carlyle), 
with something of real drollery in it, which her daughter 
inherited. Your mother, my dear, I once said, has narmwly 
n"Lsed being a woman of genius. But she was sensitive 

f-meiful capricious. Old Pcnrillan, who was on a visit at 
H-uh iivdon once after his son’s marriage, reported that he 
h Id sell! her one evening in fifteen different humours She 
was not easy to live with for one wiser than herself, though 
very easy for one more foolish, especially if 
Iwpoerisy and perfect admiration was supeindded The 
in ln-icd life at Haddington was loyal and happy, bub because 
the husband took the conimaiul and knew how to keep it ; 
he Imd much loved his wife, hut none could 
follies she had. She was unusually beautiful, but stra „ y 
sad. Eyes bright as if with many tears behind them. 
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Dr. Welsh himself did not live to know Carlyle. 
He died in 1819, while still only forty-three, of a fever 
caught from a patient, three years before Carlyle’s 
acquaintance with the family began. His daughter 
was so passionately attached to him, that she rarely 
mentioned his name even to her husband. From 
others, however, Carlyle gathered a general account 
of his character. 


pr* Welsh’s success (he writes)* appears to have been 
swift and constant, till before long the whole sphere or 
section of life ho was placed in had in all senses, pecuniary 
and other, become his o\vn, and tliere remained notliing 
more to conquer in it : only very mucli to retain by the 
methods that had acquired it, and to be extremely thankfjil 
for os an allotment in this world : a truly superior man 
according to all the evidence I from all qnarU>rs have— a 
very valiant man Edward Irving once called him in my 
healing. He was of noble and distinguished presence, tali, 
iiighly graceful, self^pof^esscd, spontaneously dignified, so 
that people, if he entered a theatre or the like, «xsked Who 
is it ? black hair, bright hazel eyes, bright, lively, steadily 
expressive features. His medical sagacity was reckoned at 
a lilgher and higher rate, medical and other honesty as well ; 
for It was by no means as a wise physician only, hut as 
an honourahle, exact, and quietly^ignilied man, punctual, 
faithful in all points, that he was esteemed over the county 
It was thrc>e years after his death when I first came into the 
circle which had been his, and nowhere have I met witli a 
posthumous reputation that schemed to be more unanimous 
or higher among all ranks of men. The brave man himself 
I never saw; but my poor Jeannie in her best moments 

' Rrminw^neai, vol. ii, p. 1I4. 
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often said to me about this or that, * Yes, he ^ould have 
done it so ! * * Ah, he ^ould have liked you I ’ as her highest 
praise. Punctuality, Irving described as a thing he much 
insisted on. Gravely inflexible wherever right was concerned, 
and very independent where mere rank attempted to avail 
upon him. One anecdote I always remember. Riding along 
one day on his multifarious business, he noticed a poor 
wounded partridge fluttering and struggling about, wing or 
leg, or both, broken by some sportsman’s lc<ad. He alighted 
in his haste, gathered up the poor partridge, looped it 
gently in his handkercliief, brought it home, and by careful 
splint and salve and other treatment had it soon on wing and 
sent it forth healed. Tins in so grave and practical a man 
bad always in it a fine expressiveness to me. 


Such was the genealogy of the young lady to 
whom Carlyle was now about to be introduced by 
Irving, and who was afterwards to be his wife. 
Tradition traced her lineage to Knox and Wallace. 
Authentic history connected her with parents and 
kindred of singular, original, and strildngly superior 
quality. Jane Baillie Welsh was an only child, and 
was bom in 1801. In her earliest years she showed 
that she was a girl of no common quality. She had 
black hair, large black eyes shining with soft mockery, 
pale complexion, broad forehead, nose not regularly 
formed, but mocking also like the eyes, figure slight, 
airy, and perfectly graceful. She was called beautiful, 
and beautiful she was even to the end of her life, 
if a face be beautiful which to look at is to admire. 


But beauty was only the second thought which her 
appearance suggested ; the first was intellectual 
vivacity. Precious as she was to parents who had 
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no other child, she was brought up with exceptional 
care. Strict obedience in essentials wiis the rule of 
the Haddington household. But the stories of her 
young days show that there was no harsh interference 
with her natural playfulness. Occasional visits were 
allowed to Templand, to her grandfather Walter, who 
was especially fond of her. In that house she was 
called Pen (short for Penfillan) to distinguish her from 
a second Jane Welsh of the other family. On one of 
these occasions, when she was six years old, her 
grandfather took her out for a ride on a quiet little 
pony. When they had gone as far as was desirable, 
Walter burring his it’s and intoning his vowels as 
usual said, * Now we will go back by so and so, to 
valiery the shane.* ‘Where did you ride to, Pen?’ 
the coiripany asked at dinner. ‘ We rode to so and 
then to so,’ answered she punctually, ‘and then from 
so returned by so to vahery the shane^ at which, says 
Carlyle, the old man burst into his cheeriest laugh at 
the mimicry of tiny little Pen. 

She was a collected little lady, with a fine readi- 
ness in difficulties. The Welshes were the leading 
family at Haddington, and were prominent in the 
social entertainments there. W’hen she was about 
the same age there was to be a children’s ball at the 
dancing-school. 

Of this (Carlyle writes')* I often heard in the daintiest 
style, how the evening whs so great, all the higher public, 
especially the maternal and paternal sections of it, tlu-re 
U) see their children dance : and Jeanuie Welsh, then about 

* RfiTnint^fnr^$, vol. ii. p, 00. 
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six, had been selected to perform some pns-scul, beautiful and 
dillicult, the jewel of the evening, and was privately anxious 
in her little heait to do it well : how she was dressed to per- 
fection with elegance, with simplicity, and at the due hour 
was can’ied over in a clothes-basket (streets being muddy 
and no carriage), and landed safe, pretty silks and pumps 
uninjured. Through the ball everything went well and 
smoothly, nothing to be noted till the pas-senl came. My 
little woman, with a look that I can still fancy, appeared 
upon the scene, stood waiting for the music. I^Iusic began, 
but, alas ! it was tlie wrong music. Impossible to dance that 
pas-seul to it. She shook her little head, looked or made 
.some sign of distivss ; music ceased, took counsel, scraped, 
began again : again ^^Tong hopelessly ; the pas-seul flatly 
impossible. Beautiful little Jane alone against the world, 
foi-sakcn by the music, but not by her presence of mind, 
j)luckod up her little skirt, flung it over her head, and, 
curtseying in that veiled inaiiucr, withdrew from the adven- 
ture, amidst genera) applause. 

She Icanicd r.aj)i(lly the usual young Indy’s accom- 
plishments — music, drawing, modern languages ; and 
she had an a])pctitc for knowledge not easily to be 
satisfied. A girl's education was not enough. She 

deniaiuled ‘to learn J^atin like a boy*’ Her mother 

% 

was against it. Her father, who thought well of her 
talents, inclined to let her have her way. The ques- 
tion was settled at last in a characteristic fashion by 
lier.self. ‘She found some lad in Haddington who 
introduced her to the mysteries of nouns of the first 
declension. Having mastered her lesson, one night 
when slie was thought to be in bed, she bad hidden 
herself under the drawing-room table. ^^’hen an 
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opportunity offered, the small voice was heard from 
below the cover, ‘ Penna, a pen ; 'peivncBy of a pen,’ 
&c. &c. She crept out amidst the gtMieral amuse- 
ment, ran to her father, and said, ‘ I want to learn 
Latin ; pleiise let me be a boy.’ 

Haddington school was a furlong’s distance from her 
father’s house. Boys and girls were taught together 
there ; and to this accordingly she was sent. 

Thither daily at an early hour (records Carlyle again) 
might be seen my little Jeaniiie tripping nimbly and daintily 
along, satchel in hand, dressed by her mother, who had a 
great talent that way, in tasteful simplicity, neat bit of 
pelisse (light blue sometimes), fastened with black belt, 
dainty Uttle cap, perhaps like beaverkin, with flap turned 
up, and I think once at least with modest little plume in it. 
Fill that figure with electric intellect, love, and gene- 
rous vivacity of all kinds, where in nature will you find 
a prettier ? At home was opulence without waste, elegance, 
good sense, silent, pmctical affection, and manly wisdom 
b roin threshold to roof tree no paltriness or unveracity ad- 
mitted into it. I often told her how very beautiful her 
childhood was to me ; so authentic looking withal in her 
cliarmingly naive and humorous way of telling, and that she 
must have been the prettiest little Jenny Spinner i that was 
dancing on the summer rays in her time. 

A fiery temper there was in her too. Boys and girls 
were kept for the most part in separate rooms at the 
school, but arithmetic and algebra, in which she was 
especially proficient, they learnt together, — or perhaps 
she in her zeal for knowledge was made an exception. 

airv^S’e^t long-legged, extremely bright and 
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The boys were generally devoted to her, but differences 
rose now and then. A lad one day was impertinent. 
She doubled her little fist, struck him on the nose, and 
made it bleed. Fighting in school was punished by 
flogging. The master came in at the instant, saw the 
marks of the fray and asked who was the delinquent. 
All were silent. No one would betray a girl. The 
master threatened to toAvse the whole school, and being 
a man of his word wovild have done it, when the small 
Jeannie looked up and said, ‘ Please it was I.* The 
master tried to look grave, failed entirely, and burst 
out laughing. He told her she was * a little deevil,* 
and had no business there, and bade her ‘go her ways * 
to the girls* room. 

Soon after this there was a change in the school 
management. Edward Irving, then fresh from college 
honours, came as master, and. along with the school, 
was trusted with the private education of Jane Welsh. 
Dr. Welsh had recognised his fine qualities, and took 
him into the intimacy of his household, where he was 
treated as an elder son. He watched over the little 
lady’s studies, took her out with him on bright nights 
to show her the stars and teach her the movements of 
them. Irving was then a young man, and his pupil 
was a child. A few years were to make a difference. 
She worked with feverish eagerness, getting up at five 
in the morning and busy with her books at all hours. 
She was soon chix in mathematics. Her tutor intro- 
duced her to ‘ Virgil * and the effect of ‘Virgil ’ and of 
her other Datin studies was ‘to change her religion and 
make her into a sort of Pagan.’ In one of her old note- 
books I find an allusion to this. 
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Ib is strictly true (she says), and it was nob my religion 
alone that these studies influenced, but my whole being was 
imbued with tliem. Would I prevent myself from doing a 
selfish or cowardly thing, I didn’t say to myself, ‘You 
mustn’t, or if yon do you will go to hell hereafter ; * nor yet, 
* If you do you will be whipb here ; ^ but I said to myself 
simply and grandly, ‘ A Roman would nob have done it,’ 
and that sufficed under ordinary temptations. Again, when 
I had done something heroic — when, for instance, I had 
caught a gander which hissed at me by the neck and flung 
him to the right about, ib was nob a good child that I 
thought myself, for whom the half-crown bestowed on me 
was fit reward— in my own mind I had deserved well of the 
Republic, and aspired to a ‘ civic crown.’ But the classical 
world in which I Uved and moved was best indicated in the 
tragedy of my doll. Ib had l)een intimated to me by one 
whose wishes were law, that a young lady in ‘ Virgil ’ should 
for consistency’s sake drop her doU. So the doll being 
judged, must bo made an end of; and I, ‘doinf>' what I 
would with my own,’ like the Duke of Newcastle, quickly 
decided how. She should end as Dido ended, that doll 1 
as the doll of a young lady in ‘ Virgil ’ should end ! With 
her dresses, which were many and sumptuous, her four- 
posted bed, a faggot or two of cedar alluinettes, a few sticks 
of cmnamon, a few cloves and a — nutmeg 1 I non yjnara 
/w/un constnicted her funeral pyre — auran, of couree ; 
and the new Dido, having placed herself in the bed, with 
help, s])oke through my lips the last sad words of Dido the 
first, which I had then all by heart as pat as A B C and 
have now forgotten all but two lines— 

Vixf ct quern dodernt curKum fortuoa pprcgi ; 

Kt nunc magna mei sub tcrnia ibit imago. 
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And half a line more — 

Sic, sic juvat ire sub nmbrnfl. 

The doll having thus spoken, pallida morte fuivrdy kindled 
the pile and stabbed herself with a penknife by way of 
Tyrian sword. Then, however, in the moment of seeing my 
poor doll blaze up — for being stuffed with bran she took 
fire and was all over in no time — in that supreme moment 
my affection for her blazed up also, and I shrieked and 
would have saved her and could not, and went on shrieking 
till everybody within hearing flew to me, and bore me off in 
a plunge of tears — an epitome of most of one’s ‘heroic 
sacrifices’ it strikes me, magnanimously resolved on, osten- 
tatiously gone about, repented of at the last moment, and 
bewailed with an outcry. Thus was ray inner world at that 
period three-fourths old Roman and one-fourth old Fairy. 

In the same notebook there is a long story of her 
first child love, told with the same grace, which need 
not be extracted here. When she was fourteen she 
wrote a tragedy, rather inflated, but extraordinary for 
her age. She never repeated the experiment, but for 
many years she continued to write poetry. She had 
inherited from her mother the gift of verse-making. 
Mrs. Welsh’s lyrics were soft, sweet, passionate, musical, 
and nothing besides. Her daughter had less sweetness, 
but touched intellectual chords which her mother never 
reached. 

The person ‘Nvhose wishes were law,’ and whose 
suggestion occasioned the sacrifice of the doll, if it was 
not Irving, was probably her father. 

Of him (says her friend Miss Jewsbury) she always 



DEATH OF JOHN WELSH. 


125 


spoke with reverence. He was the only person who had any 
real influence over her. However wilful she might be, 
obedience to her parents unquestioning and absolute lay at 
the foundation of her life. She used to say that this habit 
was her salvation, and that she owed to it all that was of 
value in her character. She always spoke of any praise her 
father gave her as a precious possession. She loved him 
passionately, and never spoke of him e.xcept to friends whom 
she valued. It was the highest token of her regard when 
she told anyone about her father. 

She lost him, as has been said, at an age when she 
most needed his guiding hand. Had Dr. Welsh lived, 
her life would have been happier, whether more useful 
it IS unprofitable to conjecture. The patient from whom 
he caught the fever which killed him was at some 
distance from Haddington. She being then eighteen 
had accompanied him in the carriage in this his last 
drive, and it was for ever memorable to her. Carlyle 
writes^ : — 

The usually tacit man, tacit especially about his bright 
daughter’s gifts and merits, took to talking with her that 
day in a style quite new, told her she was a good girl, 
capable of being useful and precious to liim, and to the 
circle she would live in ; that she must summon her utmost 
judgment and seriousness to choose her piith and be wliat he 
expected of her ; that he did not think he had ever seen the 
life i)artner that would be worthy of her ; in shoit, that he 
e.xj)ected her to be wise as well as good-looking and good — 
all this in a tone and manner which filled her poor little 
heart with surprise and a kind of sacred joy coming from tlie 
man she of all men revered. Often she told mo about this. 

* lifminiscttictie. vol. ij. p. 9.'{. 



126 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


for it was her last talk with him ; on the mori’ow, perhaps 
that evening, certainly within a day or two, he caught from 
some poor old woman patient a typhus fever, which under 
injudicious treatment l^led him in three or four days, and 
drowned the world for her in the very blackness of darkness. 
In effect it was her first son’ow, and her greatest of all. It 
broke her health permanently, and in a sense almost broke 
her heart. A father so loved and mourned I have never seen. 
To the end of her life, his title even to me was He* and 
'‘Him' Not above twice or thrice, quite in later years, did 
she ever mention, and then in what a sweet tone — my father. 

Dr. Welsh’s illness being of so deadly a kind, he 
gave orders that she should not be allowed to enter his 
room. Persons who were in the house at the time have 
said that Miss Welsh’s agit^ition was convulsive in its 
violence. ‘ I will see him,’ she cried. ‘ I will see my 
father,* She forced her way to his bedside. He sent 
her out, and she lay all night on the stairs outside the 
door, refusing to be moved. Dr. Welsh’s end was 
hastened on, perhaps ciiused, by the unskilfulness of 
his brother, a medical man like himself, who bled him 
too profusely. The first letter of Jane Welsh which 
has been preserved, is one which she wrote a fortnight 
later to her Penfillan grandmother, her father’s mother. 
She had spoken laughingly of her paganism ; her nature 
at the bottom was of a seriousness too deep for words, 
and her real character only showed itself when she was 
passionately moved. 

To Mrs. Wfdshy 

Haddington: October 5, 1819. 

My clear Grandmother, — I cannot allow my uncle to return 
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lo you without writing to assure you that the example 
of resignation to the will of God which you have given lias 
not been totally lost upon us. It has been a great consola- 
tion to me under this dreadful trial to see iny poor mother 
support it 80 well. From the very delicjite state of her 
health for some time past, from the great fatigue she under- 
went during my de<ir father’s illness, and above all from the 


acuteness of her feelings on the most ordinary occasions, 
I had little reason to expect so much fortitude. I wdll ever 
be grateful to her for the exertion which she has made (I am 
convinced in a great measure on my account), and still more 
grateful to Him who has enabled her to make them. 

This has indec'd been an unexpected and overwhelming 
blow. My father’s death was a calamity I almost never 
thought of. If on any occasion the idea did present itself 
to me, it was immediately rejwlled as lieing too dreadful to 
be reahsed for many many years, and too ixiinful to occupy 
any pre^sent place in my thoughts. Until this misfortune 
fell upon me I never knew what it was to be really unhappy. 
The greatest error and misfortune of my life hitherto has been 
not being sufficiently grateful for the hai)piness I enjoyed. 

You, my dear grandmother, have had many trials ; but 
if I mistake not, you will still reiueml>er the bitterness of 
tlieyfrs^ above all others; you will still he able to recall the 
fwlmg of disapix>intmcnt and despair which you experienced 
when calamity awoke you from your dream of security, anti 
dispelled the infatuation which led you to cxiiect that vou 
alone were to be exempted from this world’s misery. But 
you are good, and I am judging of yotir feelings by my own ; 
When young as I am iierhaps you were not as I was, thought- 
and unprepared for ‘the chastisement of the Divine 
ower. The ways of the Almighty are mysterious ; but in 
this mstance, i/wu^jh He has left thousands in the world 
" ose existence is a burden to tliemselves and to those 
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around them, though He has cut off one who was the glory 
of his family, a most useful member of society, one who was 
respected and beloved by all who knew him, and though He 
has afflicted those who we thought deserved to be happy, yet 
His intention appeal's to me clear and intelligible. Could 
the annihilation of a thousand useless and contemptible 
beings have sent such terror and submission to the hearUj of 
the survivors, as the sudden death of one whom theii’ love 
would, if possible, have gifted with immortality ? Oli, no 1 
Hard it is, but we must acknowledge the wisdom of his 
sentence, even while we are suffering under it — we must 
kiss the rod even while wc are wibhiiig under the tortures 
which it inflicts. 

Wc shall be in Dumfriesshire in a mouth or three weeks. 
My mother will answer your kind letter as soon as she feels 
able for it. With kind love to my grandfather and my 
aunts, and with every wish for your health, aud the restora- 
tion of your peace of mind, 

1 remain, my dear Grandmother, 

Your very alTectionatc child, 

J.vNB Baillik Wm.STI. 


After her father’s death. Miss Welsh continued witli 
lier mother at Hadilington. With the exception of 
some small auimity for his widow. Dr. Welsh had left 
everything belonging to him to his daughter. Craigen- 
puttock heviiine Levs ; perhaps other money investments 
became hers; and though the property altogether was 
not large according to modern estimates of such things, 
it was suftieient as long as mother and child remained 
together to enable them to live with comfort and even 
ele^mnce. Miss Welsh was now an heiress. Her wit 
and beauty added to her distinctions, and she was 
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called the flower of Haddington. Her hand became an 
object of s^onlation. She had as many suitors as 
Penelope. /^hey were eligible, many of them, in point 
of worldly station. Some afterwards distinguished 
themselves. She amused herself with them, but 
listened favourably to none, being protected perhaps 
by a secret attachment, which had grown up uncon- 
sciously between herself and her tutor. There were 
difficulties in the way which prevented them from 
acknowledging to one another, or even to themselves, 
the condition of their feelings. Edward Irving had 
been removed from Haddington to Kirkcaldy, where he 
had entered while Jane Welsh was still a child into a 
half-formed engagement with the daughter of the 
Kirkcaldy minister, iSIiss Isabella Martin. In England 
young people often fancy themselves in love. They 
exchange vows which as they grow older are repented 
of, and are broken without harm to either party. In 
Scotland, perhaps as a remains of the ecclesiastical 
precontract which had legal validity, these connections 
had a more binding character. They could be dis- 
solved by mutual consent; but if the consent of both 
was wanting, there was a moral slain on the person 
escaping from the bond. Irving had long been con- 
scious that he had been too hasty, and was longing for 
release. But there was no encouragement on the side 
of the Martins. Marriage was out of the question till 
he had made a position for himself, and he had 
allowed the matter to drift on, since immediate 
decision was unnecessary. Jane Welsh meanwhile had 
grown into a woman. Irving, who was a constant 
visitor at Haddington, discovered when he looked into 

VOL. I. y 
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his heart that his real love was for his old pupil, and 
the feeling on her part was — the word is her own — 
‘ passionately ’ returned. The mischief was done before 
they became aware of their danger. Irving’s situation 
being explained, Miss Welsh refused to listen to any 
language but that of friendship from him until ISIiss 
ISIartin had set him free. Irving, too, was equally 
high principled, and w.as resolved to keep his word. 
But there was an unexpressed hope on both sides that 
he would not be held to it, and on these dangerous 
terms Irving continued to visitat Haddington, when he 
could be spared from his duties. j\Iiss Welsh was 
working eagerly at litejature, with an ambition of 
becoming an authoress, and winning name and fame. 
Unable or too much occupied himself to be of use to 
her, Irving thought of his friend Carlyle, who was 
living in obscurity and poverty at Edinburgh, as a fit 
person to assist and advise her. The acquaintance, he 
consi(h‘red, would be mutually agreeiible. He obtained 
leave from iSIrs. Welsh to bring him over and intro*Uice 
him. The introduction was elfected a little before 
Carlyle had ‘taken the Devil by the nose,’ as he 
describes in ‘Sartor Resartus;’ and perhaps the first 
visit to llaildington had contributed to bringing him off 
victorious from that criticiil encounter. 


In June, 1821 (says C.irlylc, but it was rather in the last 
week of I^Iay), Edward Irving, who was visiting and re- 
criiitiug about J3dinburgh, on one of his occasional holiday 
sallies from Glasgow, took me out to Haddington. We 
walked cheerily together, not always by the highway, but 
meuudcriug at our will pleasantly and multifariously talking, as 
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[las been explained clscwherc,* and about sunset of that sjune 
day I lii-st sjiw her who was to be so important to me theucc- 
forth ; a ivd, dusky eveiiiug, the sky hanging huge and 
high, but dim as with dust or drought over Irving and me, 
as we walked home to our lodging at the George Inn. 

The visit lasted tliixH2 or four days, and included Gilbert 
Burns and other figui-es, besides the one fair figuixi most of 
all impoitant to me. We were often in her mother’s house ; 
sat talking with the two fur hour's almost every cveniii"'. 
The bcjmtiful blight and earnest young lady was intent on 
liter.itui'e as the highest aim in hfc, and felt imprisoned in 
the dull element which yielded her nocouunerceiuthatkind, 
and would not even yield her books to i-cad. I obtained 
IK;rmission to send at leiisb books from Edinburgh. Book 
par-cels naturally included bits of \vriting to and from, and 
thus an acquaintance and correspondence was begun which 
had hardly any interruption, and no break at all while life 
lasted. She was often in Edinburgh on visit with her motlier 
to ‘Uncle Robert, ’ in Northumberland Street, to ‘old Jlrs 
Bi-adfute, in George’s Square,’ and I had leave to cull on 
tliese occasions, wliich I zealously enough, if nob too zealously 
Bometrmes, in iny awkward way took advantage of. I was 
not her declared lover, nor could she admit me as such in iny 
waste and uncertain posture of affairs and prospects ; but u e 
were becomrng thoroughly acquainted with each other • and 
her tacit, hidden, bub to me visible friendship for me, was 

the happy island in my otherwise dreary, vacant, and forlorn 
existence m those years. 


Eiiger as was the interest which Carlyle was talcing in 
his new acquaintance, he did not allow it to aflect the 
regmation of his life, or to drive him into the beaten 

‘ Jientintuxnce4, vol. i. p. I 7 .}. 
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roads of the established professions on which he could 
arrive at fortune. His zeal for mathematics had 
by this time cooled. He had travelled, as he said, 
into more ‘pregnant inquiries.* Inquiry had led to 
doubt and doubt had enfeebled and dispirited him 
till he had grappled with it and conquered it. Tradi- 
tionary interpretations of things having finally broken 
down with him, he was now searching for some 
answer which he could believe to the great central 
question, WTiat this world is, and what is man*s 
business in it? Of classical literature he knew little, 
and that little had not attracted him. He was not 


living in ancient Greece or Rome, but in modem 
Europe, modern Scotland, with the added experiences 
and discoveries of eighteen centuries ; and light, if 
light there was, could be looked for only in the writers 
of his own era. English literature was already widely 
familiar to him. He had read every book in Irving’s 
library at Kirkcaldy, and his memory had the tenacity 
of steel. He had studied Italian and Spanish. He 
had worked at D’Alembert and Diderot, Rousseau and 
Voltaire. Still unsatisfied, he had now fastened 
himself upon German, and was devouring Schiller and 
Goethe. Having abandoned the law, he was becoming 
conscious that literature must be the profession of his 
life. He did not suppose that he had any special gift 
for it. He told me long after, when at the height of 
his fame, that he had perhaps less capability for litera- 
ture than for any other occupation. But he was 
ambitious to use his time to honourable purpose. 
He was impatient of the trodden ways which led only 
to money or to worldly fame, and literature was the 
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bingle avenue which offered an opening into higher 
regions. The fate of those who had gone before him 
was not encouraging. ‘The biographies of English 
men of letters,’ he says somewhere, ‘ are the wretchedest 
chapters in our history, except the Newgate Calendar.’ 
Germany, however, and especially modem Germany, 
could furnish brighter examples. Schiller first took 
hold of him : pure, innocent, consistent, clear as the 
sunlight, with a character in which calumny could 
detect neither spot nor stain. The situation of Schiller 
was not unlike his own. A youth of poverty, sun ounded 
by obstructions; long difficulty in hnding a road on 
which he could travel; bad health besides, and 
despondent fits, with which Carlyle himself was but 
too famiUar. Yet with all this Schiller had conquered 
adversity. He had raised himself to the second, if not 
to the highest place, in the admiration of his country- 
men ; and there was not a single act in his whole 
^reer which his biographer would regret to record. 
Schiller had found his inherited beliefs break down 
under him, and had been left floating in uncertainties. 
But he had formed moral convictions of his own 
independent of creeds and churches, and had governed* 

conduct nobly by them. Nothing 
that he did required forgiveness, or even apology. No 

Ime ever fel from his pen whiclr he could have wished 
unwritten when life was closing round him. Schiller’s 
was thus an inspiriting figure to a young man tremu- 
lously launching himself on the same waters. Ills 
woik was high and serene. clear and healthy to the last 

fibre noble thought and noble feeling rendered into 
words with true artistic skill. 
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Nevertheless, the passionate questionings which were 
rising in Carlyle's mind could find no answer which 
would satisfy him in Schiller’s prose or consolation in 
Schiller’s lyrics. Schiller’s nature was direct and 
simple rather than profound and many-sided, Kant 
had spoken the last word in philosophy to him. His 
emotions were generous, but seldom subtle or penetrat- 
ing, He had never looked with a determined eye into 
the intellectual problems of humanity. He worked as 
an artist with composed vigour on subjects which suited 
his genius, and while his sentiments are lofty and his 
passion hearty and true, his speculative insight is 
limited. Thns Schiller is great, but not the greatest; 
and those who have gone to lum for help in the 
enigmas social and spiritual which distract modem 
Europe, have found generally that they must look else- 
where. From Schiller Carlyle had turned to Goethe, 
and Goethe had opened a new world to him. Schiller 
believed in the principles for which Liberals had been 
fighting for three centuries. To him the enemy of 
human warfare was spiritual and political tyranny, and 
Don Carlos, William Tell, the revolt of the Nether- 
lands, or the Thirfy Years’ War, were ready-made 
materials for his workshop. He was no vulgar politician. 
He soared far above the commonplaces of popular 
orators and controversialists. He was a poet, with a 
poet’s sympathies. He could admire greatness of soul 
in a Duke of Friodland ; he could feel for suffering 
if the sufferer was a IVIary Stuart. But the broad 
articles of faith professed by the believers in liberal 
progress were Schiller’s also, and he never doubted their 
efticiicy for man’s salvation, Goethe had no such beliefs 
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— no beliefs of any kind which conld be reduced to 
formulas. If he distrusted priests, he distrusted still 
more the Freiheil's Apostel and the philosophic critics. 
He had studied his age on all its sides. He had shared its 
misgivings ; be had sutVcred from its diseases ; he hatl 
measured its possibilities; he had severed himself from 
all illusions; and held fast to nothing but what he 
could definitely recognise as truth. In * Werter,’ in 
‘ Faust,* in ‘ Prometheus,* Carlyle found that another 
as well as he had experienced the same emotions with 
which he was himself so familiar. In * Wilhelm 


iMeister,* that menagerie of tame creatures, as Niebuhr 
CJillcd it, lie saw a picture of society, accurate precisely 
because it was so hime, as it existed in middle-class 
European communities; the ardent, well-disposed 
youth launched into the middle of it, beginning his 
apprenticeship in the false charms of the provincial 
theatre, and led at last into a recognition of the divine 
meaning of Christianity. Goethe had trod the thorny 
path before Carlyle. He had not rushed into atheism. 
He had not sunk into superstition. He remained true 
to all that intellect could teach him, and after facing 
all the spiritual dragons he seemed fo have risen 
victorious into an atmosphere of tranquil wisdom. On 
finishing his first perusal of ‘ .Meister,* and walkiiK^ out 
at midnight into the streets of Edinburgh to Think 
about It, Carlyle said to himself, ‘ with a very mixed 
feeling in other respects, that here lay more insight 
into the elements of human nature, and a more poeti- 
^ ly perfect combining of them, than in all the other 
fictitious Uterature of our generation.* 

Having been charged by Irving with the direction of 
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Miss Welsh’s studies, he at once introduced her to his 
German friends. Irving, of the nature of whose in- 
terest in her welfare Carlyle had no suspicion, was 
alarmed at what he had done. His own religious con- 
victions were profound and sincere. He had occasioned 
unexpected mischief already with his ‘Virgil.* He had 
laboured afterwards with all his energies to lead his 
pupil to think about Christianity as he thought him- 
self, and when he heard of the books which she was set 
to read, he felt that he had been imprudent. Two 
months after the introduction at Haddington he wrote 
to Carlyle to confess his uneasiness. 

Edward Irving to Thomas Carlyle, 

July 24. 1821. 

I did not follow your injunctions of transmitting to our 
fair ac<iuaintancc iny Oerman grammar and dictionary, her 
own being as much to the purpose. But I did not fail to 
instruct her to make all progress through the preliminaries 
to an easy perusal of the German poets. I am not compe- 
tent to judge of their value towards the dcvelo{)mcnt of 
thought and character. You art — and therefore I should be 
silent. But if they sliould tend to cut our young friend off 
from any of the wholesome intercourse of those amongst 
wliom she is cast without being able to raise her to a better, 
I should be very sorry, as it seems to me she is already un- 
hinged from many of the enjoyments her condition might 
afford her. She contemplates the inferiority of otliers rather 
from the point of ridicule and contempt than from that of 
commiseration and relief ; and by so doing she not only 
leaves objects in distress and loses the luxury of doing good, 
but she contracts in her own mind a degree of coldness and 
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bitterness which suits ill with ray conception of female 
character and a female's station in society. But I am speak- 
ing perhaps away from the truth. The books may not be 
what they are reported of. At the Sixine time I am daily 
becoming more convinced that in all the literature of our 
own which, it is said, holds of the German school, there is 
soinetliing most poisonous to all that in this country has 
been named virtue, and still more to the distinctions of con- 
duct which religion makes. It seems to me there is a jumble 
• or confusion of former distinctions as if they were preparing 
for some new ones. They have the language of the highes't 
purity, even of the most sacred religion, in communion with 
the blackest crimes; and the presence of the former is 
thought somehow or other to compensate for the latter. 
There is an attempt, too, I think, at two standards of moral 
judgment— one for the man of genius and literature, the 
other for the vulgar. But I dare say these are rather the 
extravagances of imiutore than the en-ois of the mastcis 


Another letter is to the same purpose, while it 
throws interesting light on Irving’s opinion of Carlyle. 

There is too much of that fumiture about the elegant 

^ to her sur- 

rounded with a more sober set of companions tlian Rousseau 

when you get her introduced to Von Scliillcr and Von Goetlie 
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rathies of lioncst, home-bred men. In these feelings I know 
jou will join me ; and in giving to her character a useful 
and elegant turn you will aid mo as you have opportunity. 

T have been analysing, as I conld, the origin of my esteem 
and affection for you. You arc no more a general favourite 
than I am, and in the strong points of character we are not 
alike, nor yet alike in the turn of oiirgenci-al thoughts ; and 
we are both too intrepid to seek in each other pity or conso- 
lation, and too indejxjndent to let anytliing sinister or selfish 
enter into our attachments. How comes it to pass then, 
that we have so much pleasant comnnmion ? 1*11 tell you 

one thing. High literature is exiled from my sphere, and 
simple principle is very much exiled from yours. Thus we 
feel a blank on both sides, which is supplied in some measure 
when wo meet. I’ll tell you another thing. Severed from 
the ordinary stays of men, influence, place, fortune, each in 
hLs way has been obliged to hang his hopes ui)on something 
higher ; and tliough we have not chosen the same thing, in 
both cases it is pure and uncartlily, and next to his own the 
thing which the other admires most. I can easily see that 
in tlie progress of our thoughts and character there will be 
ample room for toleration and ebarity, wliich will form tiie 
touchstone of onr esteem. 

Irving identified ‘principle* with belief in the 
formulas of the Church, and therefore supposed Carlyle 
to be without it. He consi<lored his friend no doubt 
to be playing with dangerous weapons, and likely to 
injure others with them besides himself. Hut Carlyle’s 
principles when applied to the common duties of life 
were as rigid as Irving’s, He had been struck by his 
new acquaintance at Haddington, but he was too wise 
to indulge in dreams of a nearer relation — which their 
respective positions seemed to put out of the ques- 
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tion— find he was too much in earnest to allow 
himself to be disturbed in the course of life which 
he had adopted, or forget the dearer friends at 
Rrainhill to whom he was so passionately attached. 
He had remained this summer in Edinburgh longer 
than usual, and he and Irving had meditated a snnill 
walldng tour together at the end of it. Irving, how- 
ever, was unable to take a holiday. Carlyle went home 
alone, walking as he always did, and sending his box 
by the carrier. For him, as for so many of his student 
countrymen, coaches were rarely tasted luxuries. 
They tnimped over moor and road with their bundles 
on their shoulder, sleeping by the way at herdsmen’s 
cottages; and journeys which to the rich would ho a 
delightful adventure, were not less pleasing to the 
sons of Scottish peasants because forced on them by 
honest poverty. Mainhill had become again by this 
time the happiest of shelters to him, and between his 
famdy and himself the old clear affection and mutual 
trust had completely re-established themselves. The 
passing cloud had risen only out of affectionate 
anxiety for his eternal well-being. Satisfied of the 
essential piety of his nature, his mother had been 
contented to believe that the differences between 
herself and her son were differences of expression 
merely, not of radicfil conviction. His father was 
beginning to be proud of him, and was sensible enough 
to leave him to his own guidance. Three quiet 
months were spent with his brothers and sisters while 
he was writing articles for Brewster’s Encyelopfedia. 

In November he was in Edinburgh again with im- 
proving prospects. 
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Things look as if they wild go smoothly with mo this 
winter (he wi'ote on November 17 to his father). I saw 
Brewster the other day, who received me kindly, and spread 
out his bank draft for fifteen guineas like a man. He told 
me further that a translation was /or certain to be set about, 
and that I as certainly should have the fii-st offer of it. The 
work is a French one, Legendre’s ‘ Elements of Geometry,’ 
which Jack knows well and hixs in his possession It is a 
thing I can work at, if the ^ gea of life' be in me at all, and 
for tliat cause alone I purpose to accept it. There is plenty 
of Encyclopedia work besides, and the worthy Review men 
seem to the full as desirous that I should ivrite for them, sis 
I am willing to write for anything in honour that will pay 
me well. Tliat poor article which you saw » has done me 
some good I find already, and though I respect neither them 
nor their cause among the highest, I have thoughts of com- 
plying for a time. From the whole of tliis you will bo happy 
to conclude that I am free of danger if I keep a sound body, 
wliich I shall surely do to a certain extent. 

The first use which Carlyle made of his improved 
finance was to send his father a pair of spectacles, 
and his mother *a little sovereign to keep the fiend 
out of her hussif.’ 

You will tell me I am poor (he said to her in a note which 
went with his present), and have so few myself of these 
coins ; but I am going to have plenty by and by ; and if I 
had but one I cannot see how I could purchase more enjoy- 
ment with it than if I shared it with you. Be not in want 
of anytliing, I entreat you, that I can possibly get for you. 

’ Perhaps one of the short biographies which Carlyle was writing for 
Ilrowstcr. He Dover ropublishoii these sketches, which are little more 
than exercises^ 
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It would be hard indeed if in the autumn of a life the 

spring and summer of which you have spent well in taking 
care of us — we should know what would add to your frugal 
enjoyments and not procure it. ... 1 The stockings and 
other things you have sent me are of additional value in my 
eyes, as proofs of the unwearied care with which you continue 
to ^\atch over me. I still hope to see the day when I may 
acknowledge aU this more effectually. I think you wanted a 

bonnet when I was at home. Do not buy any till after the 
box returns. 


His father and mother were not Carlyle’s only 

thought. His brother John was working hard at school, 

hoping that means might ofier to enable him to attend 

the medical classes at Edinburgh. Power rather than 

will was alone wanting for Carlyle to take the expense 

upon himself. He was watching for an opportunity, 

and meanwhile be encouiaged John to persevere with 
all his energy. 

Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle, 


y , , E(Unb«irgh: December 11. 1821. 

1 send many a thought southward to you ; often in the 

mind s eye you api)car seated at your mahogany tippet with 

secret at tli© task which—fcar it not, my boy— will yet be 
much rf 

I “ r "I«<=taclo of a poor l.nt 

hono. mbie-nunded jouth, with discouragement aU around 
Inin, but never-dying hope within his heart ; forging, as it 
were, the armour with wliich he is destined to resist and 

‘ This but parjtgraph is from another letter. 
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overcome the hydras of this world, and conquer for lumsclf 
m due time a habitation among the sunny fields of life 
Like every other virtue this effort may almost be called its 
own reward, even though success should never crown it 
How poor, how beggar ixior compared with this, is the vulgar 
noting, punch-drinking, oyster-eating existence often led by 
your borough procurator or embryo provost. Truly, Jack, 
you liave choscu the better part, and as your brother I 
rejoice to see you iiereeverc in it. I iicrused with deep 
interest and pleasure your graphic account of the style in 
which our father received the spectacles. It is a cheap way 
ol purchasing pl<-asurc to make those tliat love us happy at 
so small au expense. 


koui’ affectionate brother, 

T. CAIlLVUi. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A.D. 1822. MT. 27. 

An important change was now to tiilce place in Carlyle’s 
ciicumshinces, which not only raised him above the 
need of WTiting articles for bread or hunting after pupils, 
but enabled him to give his brother the lift into the 
University in which he had so ardently desired to enter 
him. It came about in this way, through the instru- 
menUlity of his constant friend, Edward Irving. 
Irving’s position at Glasgow, Carlyle says, was not an 
easy one. Theologicid Scotland was jealous of origin- 
ality, and Irving was always inclined to hike a road of 
h IS own. He said himself that ‘from the We.stland v 
\\ higs he had but tolemtion : when praised it was with ' 
r^ervation, often with cold and unprolitable admonition.’, 
Even Clialmers sometimes, in retailing the general 
opinion of him, ‘ made him feel all black in his prospects.’ 
He was growing dispirited about himself, when, just at 
that time, he received an inviUtion to go to London on 
experimental trial. The Caledonian Chapel in Hatton 
Garden was in need of a minister. ‘ Certain Glasgow 
people, who thought more favourably of Chalmers’s 
assistant than their neighbours thought, or than 
Chalmers himself, named him to the trustees, and 
Irving was sent for that his ‘ gifts ’ might be ascertained. 
The gifts proved to be what London wanted. He was 
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brilliantly successful. Xhere was no jealousy of origin- 
ality in Hatton Garden, but ardent welcome rather to a 
man who had something new to say on so worn a 
subject as the Christian religion. 

I have preached (he reported to Carlyle after three weeks* 
experience), but I shall not repeat the compliments which 
burst upon me. It is so new a thing to me to be praised 
in my preaching, I know not how to look. I have been 
hailed with the wannest reception. They anticipate great 
things. The Duke of York was present at a Charity sermon 
Sunday week ; and much more which it is needless to repeat. 
One thing would have made your heart feel. My audience 
was almost entirely young Scotchmen. Ho fathers, no 
motbers, no sisLem ; seats full of youth — and how grave I 
bow attentive I 

Not the Duke of York only, but g^eat persons of all 
l<inds were brought to the Caledonian Chapel by the 
report of a new man of genius who really believed in 
Christianity. It happened that among the rest there 
came Airs. Strachey, wife of a distinguished East Indian 
director, and her sister, Airs. Charles Duller. Air. Duller 
was also a retired Anglo-Indian of eminence. Airs. 
Strachey was devout. and evangelical, and had been led 
to Hatton Garden by genuine interest; Airs. Duller 
had accompanied her in languid curiosity; she was 
struck, like the rest of the world, by Irving*s evident 
ability, and she allowed herself to be afterwards intro- 
duced to him. She had three sons — one the Charles 
Duller who won so brilliant a place for himself in Parlia- 
ment, and died as be was beginning to show to what a 
height he might have risen ; another, Arthur, the Sir 
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Arthur of coming years, an Indian judge; and a third, 
Reginald, who became a clergyman. Charles was then 
fifteen having just left Harrow, and was intended per- 
haps for Cambridge ; Arthur was a year or two younger, 
and Reginald was a child. The Ruilers were uncertain 
about the immediate education of the two elder boys. 
Mrs. BuUer consulted Irving, and Irving recommended 
the University of Edinburgh, adding that he had a 
friend of remarkable quality there who would prove an 
excellent tutor for them. Mrs. BuUer was prompt in 
her decisions, if not always shible in adhering to them. 
A negotiation was opened and was readily concluded. 
Carlyle s consent having been obtained, he was instructed 
to expect the arrival of his pupils as soon as arrange- 
ments could be made for their board. The family in- 
tended to follow, and reside themselves for a time in 
Scotland. Those who remember Charles BuUer wiU read 
with revived interest Irving’s first impressions of him. 

Edward Irving to T/iomaa Carlyle. 


, ijooaon: Janaarj 4, 1822. 

. . . My opinion is that in the mother you will meet 
a most pleasant, elegant, and sensible woman. In the eldest 
boy, whom I have coiiveraed with, yon will meet a lather 
difhcult subject : clever and acute, and not ill-informed for 
hi3 ago ; but his tastes are all given to Boxiana, Bond Street, 
and pleasure gathered out of the speculations and ambitions 
of Harrow School. But while ho argued for that style of 
hfo against his mother and mo, he displayed a soul f.ar above 
It. and sporting with it, and easily to be dislodged from it ; 
and he confessed, when his mother was gone, that he could 
apply himself with great good will for several ycai-s to study, 


iO 
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and M'ould dcliglit to travel. I told Inm and his mother that 
I slioiild like myself to be his tutor, and I spoke bo)id fide^ 
for nothing I perceive is wanting but a superior mind to give 
him higher tastes and to breed admiration of excellence. 
You could soon nnister him and easily dii’cct him, though at 
the outset it might be a trial of your patience. But I think 
you ought to submit to such a trial. You would be no worse 
by it. You labour upon a good subject, for a most accom- 
plished, quite a gallant and noble woman, and gracious 
withal, and willing to recompense your labours. 

The salary was to be 200^. a year. Tlie offer, so 
desirable in many ways, came opportunely, and at 
Mainhill was warmly welcomed. The times were 
hard ; the farm was yielding short returns. For once 
it was Carlyle who was to raise the spirits of the 
family. 


Thomas Carlyle to James Carlyle. 


Etliuburgh : January 12, 1822. 

... As to the times, it is an evil which must be 
proin])tly and effectually met, and many will fail for watit of 
a, remedy ; perhaps iiineby-iiine hundredths of the British 
farinci-s before you need fear greatly. And if the issue prove 
unfortunate, what then? You can stand it better than 
many — many whom it would leave without resources. The 
worst is over ; we arc all past childhood, and with so many 
brave sons to stand between you and danger, why should 
you be afraid ? For myself, Ihj eldest and least profitable of 
them, I do .sometimes think that Fate is about to lift its heavy 
hand off me, and that I shall yet have it in my power to be 
useful to you all. My health is considerably better than it 
was lust winter. It will returu completely, I trust, and my 
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hopes are infinitely n>ore extensive and better founded than 
th j were at that period. 1 have abundauee of employment 
md tlie expectation of more, and more lucrative in process of 
tune. Ihere is a place in particular about which Irvim' 
OTote to me the other day, that promises exceedin^dy wolf 

inf ‘"‘“'’'’.'P « I^oudou family, who have two sons 

mtended to reside with their iiaivnts in Edinhiirgli till their 
eduixit.on IS completed. The mother, Irving s.ays, is an 
ex^ lent i>c^n ; the sons likely to he more troublesome • 
hut the yc.arly salary is 2001., a round solid sum for which a 

H “ I have enga-ed to 

attend the youths when they arrive, wlUch they am to do 

s*or y, m quality of ‘teacher in the inte-rimf- for torce 
Zt '"’l liL t'"' i''™™’ «-‘Iemtanding 

onjjetnuanmitir’ “ ^ 

To his mother Carlyle wrote at the same date 
Ihc woinaru Irv'incy &iv <5 iq ^ ^r. n 

prX"si:;i, t ‘S 

my bower anchor by any means If .> ^ "i"- 

Igether I shah snap ^ny Umm.fin'^thnt'ofai; 

John Carlyle rei.Ucs from lAlainhill : 

c were all glad to hear from von TIif> onn? r i i 

.. .1. „r„ sss;' 

lU— 2 
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perhaps, as you would be supposed fco think, considering all 
the bearings of his character. He seems to entertain a very 
great deal more of respect towards you of late than he was wont 
to cherish when you were strolling about the moors. You 
can excuse him for doing so. He is one of the most wonder- 
ful persons in these parts, considering the manner in which 
he was brought up. 

The young Bullers arrived at Edinburgh early in the 
spring. They lodged with a Dr. Fleming in George 
Square, Carlyle being in daily attendance. 

From the first (he says), I found my Charles a most 
manageable, intelligent, cheery, and altogether welcome and 
agreeable phenomenon— quite a bit of sunshine in my 
dreary Edinburgh element. I was in waiting for his brother 
and him when they landed at Fleming’s, We set instantly 
out on a walk round by the foot of Salisbury Crags, up from 
Holyrood by the Castle and Law Courts, home again to 
George Square ; and really I recollect few more pleasant walks 
in my life — so all-iutoUigent, seizing everything you said to 
him with such a prompt recognition, so loyal heai'tcd, 
chivalrous, guileless, so delighted evidently with me as I 
was with him. Arthur, two ycai-s younger, kept mainly 
silent, being slightly deaf too. Bub I could perceive tliat he 
also was a fine little fellow, honest, intelligent, and kind, and 
tliab apparently I had been much in luck in this didactic 
adventure, wliich proved abundantly the fact. The two 
youths took to me with unhesitating liking, and I to them, 
and we never had anything of quarrel, or even of weariness 
and dreariness bcbwccu us — such teaching as I never bad 
in any sphere before or since. Charles, by his qualities, his 
ingenuous curiosities, his brilliancy of faculty and character, 
was actually an entertainment to me rather than a labour. 
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If we walked fco^ether, which I remember sometimes happen- 
ing, he was the best company which I could find in Edin- 
burgh I had entered him in Dunbar's third Greek class 
at College. In Greek and Latin, in the former in evciw 
respect, he was far my superior, and I had to prepare my 
^oiis by way of keeping him to liis work at Dunbar’s 
K^ping him to work ^vas my one difficulty, if there was one 
and my essential function. I tried to guide him into rcad^ 
mg into solid inquiry and reflection. He got some mathe- 
matics from me, and might have had more. He got, in brief 
what ex^nsion into wider fields of intellect and more manful 
modes of thinking and working my poor possibilities could 
yield him, and was always generously grateful to me after- 
wards. Friends of mine in a fine frank way, beyond what I 

could be thought to merit, he, Ai-thur, and all the family 
remained, till death parted us.* ^ 

Carlyle was now at ease in his circumstances. Ue 
could help his brother; he had no more money 
anxieties. He was Uving independently in his own 

rnTheV” H ^ were his oi™. 

and he had leisure to do what he pleased. Vet it was 

thLehts°\ ? contented. He was full of 

thoughts which were struggling for expression, and he 

was beginning that process of ineffectual labour so 

familiar to every man who has risen to any height in 

wha? before he knew 

what the something was to be ; of craving to give form 

to his Ideas before those ideas had taken an organic 

w ‘T V if® failme, and along 

with It self-exasperation. He translated his Legendre 


' Reminuceneti. vol. i. p. 196. 
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easily enough, and made a snccessful book out of it ; 
but he was aspiring to the production of an original 
woik, and what it should be he could not decide. Now 
it was an essay on Faust, now a history of the English 
Commonwealth, now a novel to be written in concert 
with Miss "Welsh. An article on Faust was hnished, 
but it was crude and unsatisfactory. The other 
schemes were commenced and thrown aside. The 

workings of his mind appear in his letters to his 
brother* 


Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle, 

Edinburgh : March Ifl. 1822. 

Your two letters cfime to hund about a fortnight ago* 
I read tliem with the plc.asnrc that all yonr lettoi's give me. 
They exhibit the same picture of young ardour, honest 
affection and inflexible pemvcrancc, in worthy though diffi- 
cult purauits, for which I liave always loved you. The last 
quality, perseverance, I particularly respect ; it is the very 
hinge of all virtues. On looking over the world tlie cause 
of nine parts in ten of the lamentable failures which occur 
in men’s undertakings, and darken and degrade so much of 
their history, lies not in tlie want of talents or the will to 
use them, but in the vacillating and desultory mode of 
using tlicm, in flying from object to object, in starting away 
at each little disgust, and thus applying the force wliich 
might conquer any one difficulty to a series of difficulties so 
large that no human force can conquer them. Tlic smallest 
brook on earth by continuing to run has hollowed out for 
itself a considerable valley to flow in. The wildest tcmjxjst 
overturns a few cottages, uproots a few trees, and leaves 
after a short space no mark behind it. Commend me, 
therefore, to the Dutch virtue of perseverance. Without it 
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an the rest are little better tlian fairy gold, which fjlitters in 

your pui-se, but when faken to market proves to bo slutc or 
cinders. 

This preaching, my beloved Jack, is directed against 
myself, who have need of it — not against yon, who have 
none. ^‘Improve the passing hour, for it will never, never 
return,* is a precept which you not only assent to but 
practise. For myself study has in a measure ceased to be a 
thing of which I am capable. At no period of my life did 
I spend my time more nnprofitably than at present. Sciences 
and arts and book-learning no longer inspire me with any 
suitable interest, and my ignorance, my indecision, my 
wcakTiess of all kinds, prevent me from fixing my heart on 
any one object of my own inventing. Well did old Crispus 
say, * Truly that man lives and enjoys existence who is intent 
on some undortoking and aims at the glory of some excellent 
attainment. It is in fact certain that I must write a book 
Would to Heaven that I had a subject which I could discuss’ 
and at the ^rae tune loved to discuss. I cannot say for 
certain whether I have the smallest genius; bub I know 
1 have unrest enough to serve a parish. Pity me but 
I hope I shall not always be so pitiful a thing. As for my 
employment, it goes ou pretty fairly. The Baud’s are boys 
^many good qualities and many faults. I am too little 
beside them at present to grapple on fair terms with their 
inattentions and frequent peccadillon. However, in the 

head and heart, 

and I think the undertaking will succeed ultimately. 

Again, a few days later, a propoa of the tiunslalion 
ot l..egendre : — 


l am anxious to got all these mechanical t 
hand, so that I may Ijc able to embark fairly i 


ngs off my 
some more 
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honourable enterprise. I have had a faint purpose for some 
weeks of writing some essay on the Genius and Character of 
Milton, if I could. It is not quite the subject I should like, 
but better than none, so that I am still thinking of it, and 
determined at least to read the works that relate to it. I 
am already through Clarendon’s ‘ History of the Rebellion.’ 
To-morrow I shall try to get hold of Ludlow’s Memoirs, or 
some other of them. My condition is rather strange at 
present. I feel as if I were impelled to write ; as if I had 
also very little power to do it ; but at the same time as if I 
had altogether lost the faculty of exerting that power. It is 
these * cooi-sed nervous disordera.’ If I had but strong health 1 
But what is the use of talking ? If I had a super-eminent 
genius, the end would be still better attained, and the wish 
is perhaps just about as reasonable. Should I never be 
healthy again, it will not aid me to complain, to sit and 
w'hine, * put finger in the eye and sob,’ because my longings 
are not gratified. Better to do what I can while it is called 
to-day ; and if the edifice I create be but a dog-hutch, it is 
more honourable to have built a dog-hutch than to have 
dreamed of building a palace. Therefore, Jack, I mean to 
tiy if I can bestir myself. Art is long and life is short ; and 
of the three score and ten ycara allotted to the liver, how 
small a portion is spent in anything but vanity and vice, if 
not in wretchedness, and woise than unprofitable struggling 
with the adamantine laws of fate ! I am wae when I think 
of all tliis, but it cuiiuot be helped. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A.D. 1822. JET. 27. 

The correspondence with Haddington meanwhile 
grew more intimate. The relations between tutor 
and pupil developed, or promised to develop, into 
literary partnership. Miss Welsh sent Carlyle her 
verses to examine and correct. Carlyle discussed his 
plans and views with her, and they proposed to write 
books in concert. But the friendship, at least on her 
part, was literary only. Carlyle, in one of his earliest 
letters to her, did indeed adopt something of the 
ordinary language of gallantry natural in a younj? 
man when addressing a beautiful young lady. But 
she gave him to understand immediately that such a 
tone was disagreeable to her, and that their intimacy 
cou^d only continue on fraternal and sisterly terms, 
^lyle obeyed without suspecting the reason. He 
had known that Irving was engaged to Miss Martin. 
It never occuiTed to him as possible that he could be 
thinking of anyone else, or anyone else of him.. 

M for Irving himself, the reception which he had 
met with in London was all that he could desire. A 
bnlhant career appeared to be opening before him, and 
ardent and enthusiastic as he was, he had allowed his 
future in aU points to be coloured by his wishes, 
ere could be no doubt that the Hatton Garden com- 
1 ee would confirm his London appointment. He 
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would then be able to many, and his fate would have 
to be immediately decided. He was to return to Scot- 
land in the ^liring' to be ordained — he was as yet only 
in his noviciate ; meanwhile he was in high spirits, and 
his letters were of the rosiest colour. 

Edward having to Thomas Carlyle, 

February 19, 1822. 

I have taken new wing by my visit to London. I sec my 
way distinctly. My intellect is putting forth new powers, at 
least I fancy so ; and if God endow me with His grace, I 
foresee service to His Church. My ambition — a sanctified 
one, I trust — is taking another direction ; no lcs.s than an 
endeavour to bring the spirit and power of the ancient 
eloquence into the pulpit, which appears to me the otdy 
place in modern manners for its revival. I would like to 
licar your thoughts upon this subject, both as to the correct- 
ness of the idea and its proper c.'cccution. 

It is for an audience chiefly I am so fond of London ; 
perhaps as much for a school to learn in by convei’sation and 
observation, for wliich I think nature hes fitted me more 
tlian by books. I have a wonderful aptitude to sympathise 
with men. Their manner of feeling, of thinking also, is 
clear to me, and, even when false, is interesting from a desire 
to set them riglit. Jane 'Welsh accuses me of intolerance, 
bub I think she is wrong, although I think I have some little 
skirmishes for ai>probation. But this is nob deep, and will 
yield according as I receive the share which is my due. 

And so will youis, my dear Carlyle ; you have within you 
powers of good the world is nob alive to, and which shall yet 
shine out to tlic confusion of many who discredit them. 
Your natnial power of devotion will yet have utterance ; 
and your dccp-seuLcd rev'creuce of religion — the largest ex* 
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patision and highest. atUinment of the soul, which makes 
your mother so superior to those around her— will yet make 
her son superior among the rich and literaiy men that are 
hereafter to company with him. 

In March the trial period had ended. The trustees 

were satisfied ; Irving was to be minister of the Hatton 

Garden chapel. He returned to Glasgow in March 

to prepare for his ordination. On April 29 he wrote to 
Carlyle again ; — 


It is now at length determined that I go to London. I 
have rcTOived the call, most respectably signed ; and, what 
with subscriptions and the first of the scat-rents, the security 
of oOOf. a y«ir I go to Annan this day three weeks, where 
I am to abide dnrmg the month of June .and obtain ordina- 
tion then to London, witliout seeing Edinhnrgh ; and yet I 
iTOuld hke to see jam could you come tlirough at the time of 
the soci-amcnt. Ifaiiy tilings oppress my spirit at the pre- 

worthy and kind-hearted people. Some other tilings also 

Tll're o'”""? "'I' own mind. 

Th re IS an independence about my character, a want of re- 

rie rnTt of my profession, that will 

toiise me to be apprehended ill of. I l,o,si to come throu.rl, 

llonestly and ci-editably. God grant it I ° 

ntersects wit 1 that of aulyle, ami I must hasten to 
the catasrioplie of their unconscious rivalry. Tl.e 
er things which he could not render info lan- 
gaage, the ‘independence of character wliieh might 
rause him to be apprehended ill of,’ referred to liis 
^o‘'>gement, anti to his intentions with respite t to it. 
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iMiss Martin had been true to him through many 
years of tedious betrothal, and he was bound to her 
by the strictest obligations of honour and consciehce. 
But it is only in novels that a hero can behave with 
entire propriety. Folded among Irving’s letters to 
Miss Welsh is a passionate sonnet addi-essed to her, 
and on the other side of it (she had preserved his 
verses and so much of the accompanying letter as 
was written on the opposite page of the paper) a frag- 
ment, written evidently at this period, in which he 
told her that he was about to inform Miss Martin and 
her father of the condition of his feelings. It seems 
that he did so, and that the answer was unfavourable 
to his hopes. The Mariins stood by their contract, 
as justice and Scotch custom entirely entitled them to 
do. Miss Welsh had refused to listen to his addresses 
until he was free ; and Irving, though he confessed 
afterwards (I use his own words) that the struggle 
had almost ‘ made his faith and principles to totter,* 
submitted to the inevitable. He must have carried the 
news to Haddington in person ; what had passed there 
may be gathered from a letter which he wrote to her 
from Carlyle’s lodgings in Edinburgh, to which he had 
gone after all. 

Edward Irving to Misa Welsh. 

Jfy well-beloved Friend and Pupil, — When I think of 
you niy mind is ovei'spread with the most affectionate and 
tender regard, which I neither know to name nor to describe. 
One thing I know, it would long ago have taken the form 
of the most devoted attachment but for one intervenins cir- 
cumstance, and showed itself and pleaded itself before your 
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heart by a thousand actions from which I must now restmin 
myself. Heaven grant me its grace to restrain myself ; ami. 
forgetting my omi enjoyment, may I be enabled to combuje 
into youi- single self all that duty and plighted faith leiive at 
my dispos;il. When I am in your coinj>any my whole soul 
would rash to serve you, and my tongue trembles to speak 
my heart s fulness. But I am enabled to forbear, and have 
to find other avenues than the natural ones for the over- 
flowing of an affection which would hardly have been able to 
confine itself within the avenues of nature if they had all 
been opened. But I feel witliin me the power to prevail, 
and at once to satisfy duty to another and affection to you. 
I stand truly upon ground which seems to shake and give 
way beneath me, but my help is in Heaven. Bear with thus 
much, my early charge and my present friend, from one who 
loves to help and defend you, who would rather die than 
^vl■ong you or see you wronged. Say that I shaU siieak no 
more of the painful struggle that I am undergoing, and I 
shall be silent. If you allow me to speak, then I shall reveal 
to you the featun^of a virtuous contention, to be crowned I 
pray and trust, with a Christian triumph. It is very extra- 
ordinary that this weak nature of mine can bear two affec- 
tions, both of so intense a kind, and yet I feel it can. It 
shall feed the one with faith, ard duty, and chaste affection ; 
the other with paternal and friendly love, no less pure, no 

assiduous, no less constant — in return seeking uotliinf» 
but permission and indulgence. ® 

I was little comforted by Rousseau’s letters, tliou-h 
holding out a most admu-able moral; but much comfortod 
and confirmed by the few words which your noble heart dic- 
tated the moment before I left you. Oli, peraevere. my 
admirable pupil, m the noble admirations you have taken urn 
l^ct affectionateness and manly firmness be the qualities to 
which you yield your love, and your life shall be honourable ; 
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advance your admii-ation somewhat higher, and it siiall be 
everlastingly liappy. Oh, do not forbid me from rising in 
my commuuiciitions with one so cai)able of the loftiesb.con- 
cej)tions. Forbid me not to draw you ui)ward8 to tlic love 
and study of your Crciitor, which Ls the beginning of wisdom. 
I have returned Rou.sseaii. Count for ever, niy dear Jane, 
upon my l;isb efforts to minister to your happiness, present 
and cvei-lasting, 

From your faitliful friend and servant, 

Edward Irvino. 

I sliould not unveil a story so sacred in itself, and 
in which the public have no concern, merely to amuse 
their curiosity ; but Jlrs. Carlyle’s character was 
profoundly affected by this early disappointment, and 
ciinnot be understood without a knowledge of it. 
Carlyle himself, though aerjuainted generally with 
the circumstances, never realised completely the in- 
tensity of the feeling which had been crushed. 
Irving’s marriage was not to hike place for a year, 
and it was still possible that something might happen 
in the interval. He went back to his place in Ixindon, 
flung himself into religious excitement as grosser 
natures go into drink, and took popularity by storm. 
The fashionable world rushed after him. The streets 
about Hatton Garden were blocked with carriages. 
His chapel was like a theatre, to which the admission 
was by tickets. Great statesmen went with the stream. 
Brougham, Canning, I\Iackintosh bespoke them seats, 
that they might hear the new actor on the theo- 
logiciil stage. Irving concluded that he had a divine 
mission to re-establish praetiail Christianity. He 
felt himself hoiiooied above all men, yet he bore 
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his honours humbly, and in his quiet intervals his 
thoughts still flowed towards Haddington. Miss 
Welsh’s husband he could not be ; but he could 
still be her guide, her spiritual father — some link 
might remain which would give him an excuse for 
writing to her. As long as he was actually unmarried 
there was still hoiie, but he tried to avoid hinting at so 
remote a possibility. 


Edward Irving to Miss Welsh, 


My dearest Friend,— I said m the last walk whicli we 
enjoyed together on a Sabbath evening— when by tlje solemn 
stillness of the scene, no less than the pjithetic character of 
our discouree, my mind was in that solemn frame which is 
my delight— that in future I was to hike upon me in my 
letters the subject of your moral and ivligious improvement, 
leaving to other conespondents mattere'of literature, taste’ 
and entertainment. But I have not forgot that you dis- 
charged me from preaching to you in my letters, and I fear 
that what yon humorously call prejiching is the very thin«r 
which I shall have to do if I fulfll my resolution. Now I 
can chat, though somewhat awkwardly I confess ; and ten 
years agone I had a little humour, which has now nearly 
dece^ from neglect. My mind was then light and airy 
and bved to utter its coneeiitions, and to look at them uiid 
augh at them when nttered. Then I could have written 
lettcre trippingly, and iKmrcd out whatever wjis uppermost 
in my mind ; but I can do that no longer. I am aimin- 
from morning till night to be a serious and wise man, thom^h 
God knows how little I succeed. The shortness of lifers 
evermore in my eye, the wasting of it before my conscience ; 
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tlie responsibility of it overwhelms me, and the vanity of it 
ashames me. I cannot make a mock heroic of these bhin«ys, 
or laugh them away. I was never so far lost to good sense 
and good feeling as to try. So they hang over me, and I 
must either sink down into a melancholy forlorn creature, 
weeping and sighing and talking over the difficulties of 
living well, or I must rise up in the strength of Him who 
made me, and endeavour to work my passage through the 
best and surest way I can. This last I have chosen, like the 
wise men who have gone before me, and by God’s help I 
will fulfil it. 

Now, my dear, dear friend, bear with me if I violate the 
law of letter-writing you imposed on me by daring to be 
serious, and to speak to you whom I love of those things and 
that stmin wliich most I love. The fine promise of your 
mind has been to me the theme of much conversation and of 
far more delightful thought. It is not apart of my character 
to withhold my admiration from otheis, or even from those 
I admh’e, and you yourself have often charged me with 
exaggerating your gifts. Your industry to get knowledge, 
and to accomplish your mind with elegant learning, no one 
can exaggerate. Your enthusiasm towards the excellent and 
rare specimens of human genius is beyond that of any other 
I know ; and your desire to bo distingm'shed by achieve- 
ments of mind is equalled only by your contempt of all other 
distinctions. Now there is in these qualities of character 
not only promise but assurance of the highest excellence, if 
God give time for all to ripen, and you give ear to Ms 
directions for bringing the human character to perfection. 
Now it does give me great hope that God will yet be pleased 
to open your mind to the highest of all knowledge, the know- 
ledge of his Blessed Son, and give therewith the highest of 
all delights, of being like his Son in character and in destiny, 
when I sec you not alienated from men of genius by their 
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Wish indeed— and foi^ive me when I make free 
to suggest It— that your mind were less anxious for the dis- 
tinction of bemg ewoUed amidst those whom tliis world 
hath crowned with their admii-ation, than among those whom 
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mMuess of a man of power. They prey upon th^i>hysical 
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of ihl turned to the aggrandisement and adulation 
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have I found ' '1 =' ^ my dear Jane, Jiurdly 

^ ^ ''ho cun stand the mto.\ieatioii uf 

li 



f63 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 

fiigh talents, or resist prcsumin" to lord it over others. 
They cry out against kings for their arbitrary tempers. I 
think men of talents are more so. Nothing can overcome it 
but the power and wisdom of God, which is in the gospel of 
his dear Son, your Saviour and mine, and the Saviour of all 
who believe ; who though the brightness of his Father’s 
glory and the express image of his peison, and speaking as 
no man spoke, took upon Him the form of a servant, and 
submitted to the death of the cross. Therefore God highly 
exalted Him, and hath given Him a name above every name. 
So also will He exalt all others who like Him use those their 
high gifts and appointments to the service of God and their 
fellows. 

Enough of this, for I have much more to speak of. Of 
my own condition 1 can speak with great satisfaction, in as 
far as favour and friendship arc concerned, and the outward 
])rosi)crity of my Ci^lling. I have no evidence to judge by 
farther than that my Chapel is filled, and that their patient 
hearing of discoui’scs, each an hour and a quarter long, 
testifies they are not dissjitisfied with the stuff they are 
made of. In another respect I have reason to be thankful 
that God has mvealed to me of late the largeness of my own 
vanity and the worthlessness of my own services, wliich, if 
He follows up with further light upon the best way for me 
to act iu future, and with strength to act as He teaches me, 
then I have no doubt of a great increase both of happiness 
and fruit. 

I have made no acquaintance in London of any literary 
eminence, but I shall, I doubt not, in good time. I derive 
little advantage from luy acquaintances, my course is so 
different from theirs. The next moment I have unemployed 
I devote to my friend Carlyle, to whom I have not yet found 
time to \vrite. Ch that God would give rest to his mind, 
and insti-uct him in his truth. I meditate a work upon the 
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alienation of clever men from their Maker. But this shall 
not hinder me from taking up the life of St. Paul, which 
desen'cs certainly the highest stmin of poetiy, bub I am 
ntteily unable for such a task. 

My love to your mother. Oh, how I would like to see 
you both, to live with you in the quietness and love which I 

have so often The next time I come to live with you 

I hope I shall be more worthy of your kindness, being more 
satisfied with myself, and standing firmer in the favour of 
my God, whom that my dear Jane may always set before her 
is the fii-st and last prayer of her most true and faithful 
friend, 

Edward Irving. 

This letter is one of Irving’s best, simple, true, and 
from his heart, while it is kept firmly within the lines 
which he had prescribed for himself. Others were less 
collected, and perhaps less resigned. He would lie on 
his sofa in the December midnight, listening to the 
music of the streets, and then pour out his emotions to 
Mrs. Welsh, telling her how Haddington had been a 
haven of peace to him; how the happiest days of his 
life had been spent under her roof; how ‘nowhere had 
thoughts of piety and virtue come to him so little 
sought as with her and his dear pupil.’ Kvery clay in 
his walk he passed a window where there was a 
portrait of Miss Kelly as Juliet. ‘It had the cast of 
Miss Welsh’s eye,’ he said, ‘in onc^ of its most piercing 
moods which he could never stand to meet, the round- 
ness of her forehead, and somewhat of the archness of 
her smile.* He was very miserable at times, but he 


* Word omitted. 
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struggled witli his weakness. His duty was plain and 
peremptory, and should be done, let the cost be what it 
might. 

Though he seldom found time to write to Carlyle, 
he had not forgotten him. He was eager to see him 
in the position which of right belonged to himj 
especially to see him settled in London. ‘ Scotland 
breeds men,* he said, ‘ but England rears them.* He 
celebrated his friend’s praises in London circles. He 
had spoken of him to Mr. Taylor, the proprietor of the 
‘ London Alagazine.* Carlyle had meditated a series of 
‘ portraits of men of genius and character.* Taylor, on 
Irving’s recommendation, undertook to publish these 
sketches in monthly numbers, paying Carlyle sixteen 
guineas a sheet. Carlyle closed with the proposal, 
and a ‘ Life of Schiller * was to be the first to appear. 
Irving’s unwearied kindness unfortunately did not help 
him out of his own enbinglements. The year passed, 
and then he married, and from that time the old, 
simple, unconscious Irving ceased to exist. His letters, 
once so genial and transparent, became verbose and 
stilted. Though ‘faith and princij^lo* escaped un- 
scathed, his intellect was shattered. He plunged 
deeper and deeper into the great ocean of unrealities. 
When his illusions failed him his health gave way, and 
after flaming for a few years as a world’s wonder, he 
died, still young in age, worn out and broken-hearted. 
‘ There would have been no tongues,’ Mrs. Carlyle once 
said, * had Irving married me.* 

Carlyle, meanwhile, was working with his pupils, and 
so far as circumstances went, had nothing to complain 
of. The boys gave him little trouble. He was no 
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longer obliged to write articles for Brewster to support 
himself. The Legendre was well done — so well that he 
was tiimself pleased with it. 

I still remember (he says) a happy forenoon (Sunday, I 
fear) in which I did a Fifth book (or complete Doctrine of 
Proportion) for that work. Complete really and lucid, and 
vet one of the briefest ever known. It was begun and done 
that forenoon, and I have, except correcting the press next 
week, never seen it since ; but still feel as if it was right 
enough and felicitous in its kind. I got only 501. for my 
entire trouble in that Legendre, and had already ceased to 
be the least proud of mathematical prowess ; but it was an 
honest job of work honestly done, though perhaps for bread- 
and-waber wages, and that was such an improvement upon 
wages producing, in Jean Paul’s phrase, * only water without 
the bread.* 

He ought to have been contented ; but content was 
not in him. Small discomforts were exaggerated by 
his imagination till they actually became the monsters 
which his fancy represented. He was conscious of 
exceptional power of some kind, and was longing to 
make use of it. yet was unable as yet to find out what 
sort of power it was, or what to do with it. 

If I fail (he wrote to Miss 'Welsh nt the b. ginning of 
the Puller engagement) to ellcct anything in my day and 
generation, anything to justify Providence for having called 
nin into His univerec, the weakness of my ability, not of my 
will, shall be to blame. I hare much to strive witli, much 
to do. The few conceptions that actually exist within me 
are scattered in a thousand directions, distracted, dis- 
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membercd, without form and void ; and I have yet gained 
no right mastery of my pen, no right familiarity with the 
public, to express them even if worth expressing. Never- 
theless I must pci'scvcrc. What motives have I not which 
man can have ? The brightest hopes and the darkest fears. 
On the one side obscurity and isolation, the want of all tha^ 
can render life endumble, and death, ‘sad refuge from the 
storms of fate,’ without even an approving conscience to dis- 
arm it of its sting. On the other is . I tell you, my 

friend, to be in no pain for me. Either I shall escape from 
this obscure sojourn, or pereist as I ought in trying it. The 
game is deep, but I must play it out. I can no other, so 
away with fear. 

IVIcanwhilc I am nob unhappy. It is true I have none to 
love me hcrcy none that I can love. Bub I hav'e long been 
studying the ])ainful lesson to live alone, and the task is 
easier than it wjis. I enjoy quiet and free air and returning 
he^ilth. 1 have business in abundance for the present, and 
the future lies before me vaguely, but with some glimpses 
of a solemn bwuity imidiating all its gloom. When I com- 
)»are the aspect of the world to me now with what it was 
twelve months ago, I am far from desponding or complaining. 

If he could not express himself to his satisfaction 
when trying to write for the public, be could describe 
well enough anything which happened to him, when 
telling it in a private letter. To his mother he was 
the best of correspondents. Here is a little incident 
characteristic both in manner and matter. 

'Thotnas Carlyle to Mrs, Carlyle, MainhilL 


3 Moray Street, Edioburgb: June 2, 1822. 
It will give you pleasure to know that I continue im 
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proving in that most impoitant of qnalitics, good health. 
The bathing does me great good, and you need be under 
no apprehension of my drowning. Unfortunately my mode 
of sleeping is too irregular to admit of my bathing constiintly 
before brcakhxst. Small noises disturb me and keep me 
awake, though I always get to sleep at last, and happily such 
disturbances occur but rarely. Some two weeks ago I had 
a little adventure with an ugly messiny wliich a crazy half- 
pay captain hful thought proper to chain in his garden, or, 
rather, grass-plot, about twenty yards from my window. The 
pug felt unhappy in its new situation, began repining very 
pitifully in its own way ; at one time snarling, grinning, 
yelping, as if it cared not whether it were hanged then or 
to-mon'ow ; at another, whining, howling, screaming, as if it 
meant to escitc the compassion of the earth at large — this, 
at intervals, for the whole night. By five o’clock in the 
morning I would have given a guinea of gold for its hind 
legs firm in my right hand by tlm side of a stone wall.i 
Next day the crazy captain removed it, being threatened by 
the street at laigc with prosecution if he did not. But on 
the evening of the second day, being tii-cd of keeping the cur 
in his kitchen, he again let it out. and just jis I was falling 
asleep, about one o’clock, the same musical, ‘most musical, 
most melancholy* serenade aroused me from my vague 
dreannngs, I listened about half an hour, then rose indig- 
nantly, put on my clothes, went out, and charged the watch- 
man to put an instant stop to the accursed thing. The 
watchman (oidd not for the world interfere with a gentle- 
man 8 rest at that hour, but next morning he would certainly, 
&c. &c.^ I asked to be shown the door, and pulling the crazy 
captain’s bell about six times, his servant at length awoke, 
and inquired with a tremulous voice, what was it ? 1 alluded 

* Carijlos roodo of speech : he was exceptionally t«n<ler to animals. 
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to the dog and demanded the instant, the total, the ever- 
lasting removal of it, or to-morrow I would see whether 
justice was in Edinhurgh. or the shadow of British law in 
force. ‘ Do you hear that ? * said the Irish knight of the 
rattle and lanthom. She heard it and obeyed, and no 
wretched messin has since disturbed my slumbere. 

You ask about my home coming (he continues, the dog 
being disposed of) ; but this must be a very uncertain story 
for a while. I cannot count on any such thing till the 
Buller people ' are arrived, and in the event of my further 
engaging with them, my period of absence must of cotu'se 
be short: However, there is good and cheap conveyance to 
Dumfries daily, and it shall go hard if I do not steal a week 
or so to spend at home. It is the dearest blessing of my 
life that I have you to write to and to care for me. , . . 

June 29. — I am in very fail* health considering evciything : 
about a hundred times as well as I was last year, and as 
happy as you ever saw me. In fact I want nothing but 
steady health of body (which I shall get in time) to he one 
of the comfortablcst persons of my acquaintance. I have 
also books to write and things to say and do in this world 
wliich few wot of. This has the air of vanity, but it is not 
altogether so. I consider that my Almighty Author has given 
me some glimmerings of superior understanding and mental 
gifts ; and I should reckon it the woist treason against Him 
to neglect improving and using to the very utmost of my 
power these his bountiful mercies. At some future day it 
shall go hard but I will stand above these mean men whom 
I have never yet stood with. But we need not prate of this. 

I am very much satisfied with my teaching. In fact, it is a 
pleasure mther than a task. The Bullets are quite another 
sort of boys than I have been used to, and treat me in another 


* Mr. and Mrs. C* Buller 
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sort of manner than tutors arc used to. When I think of 
General Dixon’s brats, ^ and how they used to vex me, I often 
wonder I had not broken their backs at once, and left them. 
This would not have done, to be sure ; but the temptation 
was considerable. The eldest Duller is one of the cleverest 
boys I have ever seen. He delights to inquire and argue 
and be demolished. He follows me almost nigh home every 
night. Very likely I may bargain finally with the people, 
but I have no certain intimation on the subject ; and, in 
fact, I do not care immensely whether or not. There is 
bread for the diligent to be gained in a thousand ways. 

In July the London season ended, and the parent 
Bullers arrived in Edinburgh with their 3'oungest boy. 
They took a large house and settled for the autumn 
and winter. They made acquaintance with Carlyle, 
and there was immediate and agreeable recognition 
of one another’s qualities, both on his side and theirs. 
Mrs. Duller was clever and cultivated.® In her creed 
she was Manichman. In her youth she had been a 
beauty, and was still handsome, and was in London 

' Past pupils, of whom I find no other notice. 

‘Mrs. Poller had been celebrated at Catcutta. Among Carlyle's 
papers I find the following fine lines by John Leyden, which have 
nerer, I believe, before Leon printed : — 

Vers£i to Mr$. Bullrr on seeing hfr in a Highland drefs, by 

iJoctor John L/cyden. 

(From a copy in Mrs, Boiler’s handwriting, Janiiary 1821. ) 

That bonnet’s pri.lo, that tartan’s flow, 

My soul with wild emotion fills; 

Metbinks 1 see in Fancy’s glow 
A princess from the land of hills. 
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the centre of an admiring circle of intellectual politi- 
cians and unbelieving Radicals. She was first amused, 
then charmed and really interested in a person so 
distinctly original and remarkable as her son’s tutor. 
Her husband, tliough of different quality, liked him 
equally well. Mr. Buller was practical and hard- 
headed ; a Benthamite in theory, in theology negative 
and contemptuous. He had not much sympathy with 
literature, but he had a keen understanding ; he could 
see faculty, and appreciate it whenever it was genuine, 
and he forgave Carlyle’s imagination for the keenness of 
his sarcasms. Thus it was not only settled that he 
was to continue to be the tutor, but he was admitted 
into the family as a friend, and his presence was 
expected in the drawing-room in the evenings more 
often than he liked. The style of society was new to 
him, and he could not feel himself at case. The habits 
of life were exj^ensive, and the luxuiies were not to his 
tiiste. 

Tea (he wrote) I now consume with urns aiid china and 
Sjilendid a]>paratus all around me, yet I often turn from 
these grandcui's to the little ‘ down the house ’ at MainhilJ, 
where kind affection makes amends for all deficiencies. 
Often, often, my dear mother, in coming yeais, we shall jet 

Ob for a fuiry's hnod to tr.ieo 

Tho r.'\inl>ow tints that rise to view. 

That slender form of sweeter grace 
Than o'er Malvina’s poet drew ! 

IleP brilliant eye, her streaming hair. 

Her skin’s soft splendours do display; 

The finest pencil mnst despair 
Till it can paint tho solar ray. 

Calcutta^ Idll 
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drink tea there, enjoy our pipes and friendly chat togetlier, 
and pity all the empty gorgeousness of the Cjtrth. 

Oq the other hand, he found Mi-s. KuUer, naturally 
enough, ‘one of the most fascinating, refined women 
he had ever seen.* The ‘goodman* he did not take to 
quite so readily, but he thought him at least ‘an 
honest, worthy, stmightfonvard English gentleman.’ 
His comfort was considered in every way. They would 
have liked to have him reside in their house, but 
he wished to keep his lodgings in Moray Street, and no 
difficulty was made. Even his humours, which were 
not always under restraint, were endured without 
resentment. 

The people treat me (he wrote to his brother John in 
S-'pteinber) with a degree of respect which I do not deserve. 
They have submitted implicitly to all my ideas about a 
lodging place. They have dclivei*ed me, without even a lunt 
on my ixirt, from the drudgery of teaching their youngest 
boy,' and our arrangements for the other two have been 
formed with a view to my conveuicticc as much as to that of 
any other. Tlio boys, too, behave well ; and though I clearly 
perceive that the inaiiageinent of my duties will require the 
whole of my slender stock of pmdence and discretion, yet 
this stock, I expect, will suffice to carry me through without 
discredit. 

Again, a little later : — 

I am well and comfortable as I could wish. Duller’s 
house is becoming more and more a kind of home to me. 
The elders treat me almost like a sou in many resi>ects, the 


^ Rogioald, then too years old* 
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younger members almost like a brother. Our studies are 
going on moderately well. There is nothing but good 
agreement as yet, and I think the thing will do. 

Not the least of the advantages of this tutorship was 
the power which it gave Carlyle of being useful to his 
family. John Carlyle came in the autumn to live with 
him in Moray Street and attend the University lectures, 
Carlyle taking upon himself the expenses. With him- 
self, too, all was going well. He had paid a hasty visit 
to MainhiU in October ; where, perhaps, as was likely 
enough, in some of their midnight smokes together, he 
had revived the anxieties of his mother about his 
spiritual state. His constant effort was to throw his 
own thoughts into her language, and prevent her from 
distressing herself about him. 

Thomas Carlyle to Mrs, Carlyle^ MainhiU. 


Eilinburgh: November 14, 1822. 

You have not sent me a line since I went away. I am 
nob surprised at this, knowing how you are circumstanced, 
but it keeps me very much in the dark with regard to your 
situation. I can only hope you arc in your usual state of 
health and spirits, fighting as formerly against the incon- 
veniences of your present life, and brightening all its dreari- 
ness by the hopes of a better. There is nothing else that 
can keep the happiest of us in a state of peace, worth calling 
by the name of peace ; and ‘ with this anchor of the soul 
both sure and stojidfasb ’ the unhappiesb man alive is to be 
envied. You think I am a very thoughtless chameter, care- 
less of eternity, and taken up with the vain concerns of time 
alone. Depend upon it, my dear mother, you misjudge me. 
These thoughts are rooted in every reflecting mind, in nuno 
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perhaps more deeply than in many that make more noise 
about them ; and of all the qualities that I love in you, there 
is none I so much love as that heroic feeling of devotion 
which elevates you so much above the meanness of ordinary 
persons in your situation, which gives to the humble circum- 
stances of your lot a dignity uuborrowcd of earthly grandeur 
as well os far superior to the liighest state of it ; and which 
ornaments a mind untrained in worldly education and ac- 
complishments with sentiments after which mere literature 
and philosophy with all their pretensions would for ever 
strive in vain. The dress of our opinions, as I have often 
told you, may be different, because our modes of life have 
been differcut ; but fundamentally our sentiments are com- 
pletely the same. We should tolerate each other, therefore, 
in this world, where all is weak and obscure, trusting mean- 
while that we shall comprehend all things more perfectly in 
that clearer land where faith is changed into vision ; where 
the dim though fervent longings of our minds from this 
their dark prison-house are changed for a richness of actual 
grandeur, beyond what the most ardent imagination has 
ventured to conceive. Long may these hopes be youi’s, my 
dearest mother. Whoever entertains them is richer than 
kings. 

The young Bullera arc gone to college * a few days ago, 
and I do nob go near them till two o’clock in the afternoon. 
By this means I not only secure a comjxjtcnt space of time 
for my o\vn studies, but find also that my stomach troubles 
me a good deal less after breakfast than it used to do when 
I had a long hun’ied walk to take before it. 

My duties are of an easy and brief sorb. I dine at half- 
past three with a small and very chnl youth, little Reginald, 
contracted into Reggy, and I have generally done with the 


^ The Uoivorsity term baviog beguo. 
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whole againsfc six. I find Jack immersed in study when I 
return. He cooks the tea for us, and we afterwards devote 
ourselves to business till between eleven and twelve. Jfy 
brotlicriy love to all the younkere about home, to each by 
name. Why do they never write ? ’Will you not wi-ite ? 

I am, ever alTectionately youi* sou — thy son 1 ] 

T. Caulylb. 


Once more before the year closed 

To the Same, 

DccombcT 4 . 

It is already past twelve o’clock, and I am tired and 
sleepy, but I cannot go to rest without answering the kind 
little note which you sent mo, and acknowledging these new 
instances of your unwearied attention to my interests and 
comfort. I am almost vexed at these shirts and stockings. 
My dear mother, why w'ill you expend on sni)crnaitics 
the pitUiiice I intended for very dilTerent ends ? I again 
assure you, and would swe:u' it if needful, that you cannot 
get me such enjoyment with it in any way as by convincing 
me that it is adding to yourou-n. Bo not therefore fnistmtc 
my j)urpi)ses. I send you a small screed of vei'scs which I 
made some time ago. I fear you will not wire a doit for 
hern, though the subject is good — the dclivcmnce of S^srtzer- 
land from tymiiiiy by the hanly mountaiiicei's at the battle 
)f Morgarten above live liundvcd years ago. 

This is my biitbday. I am now seven and tw’enty years 
age. What an unproliL:rblc lout I am ! What have I 
done in this world to make good my place in it, or reward 
those that bad the trouble of my upbringing ? Great part 
of ail ordinary lifetime is gone by, and here am I, poor 
trifler, still sojourning in Mcshccli, still dwelling among the 
teuLs of ICedar. May the great Father of all give me 
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strength to do better in time remnining, to be of service in 
the good cause in my day and generation ; and, having 
finislied' the work which was given me to do, to lie down and 
sleep in pcjice and purity in the hojxj of a lia]>j)y rising. 

The * screed of verses ’ was not thought worthy of a 
place among the few fragments of his poetry which 
Carlyle afterwainis published, though they are as good 
as any of the rest. Long and patiently he had toiled 
at verse-making. Infinite loose sheets of paper remain 
covered with the memorials of his efforts. It was the 
received opinion that in verse alone fine emotion and 
spiritual thought* could be clothed in adequate form. 
The poets, so far as Carlyle could see, had been the 
wisest men. Inspinition meant poetry, and poetry in- 
spinition, and if he had any genius in him worth con- 
sidering, he thought it his duty to master the mechanical 
difficulties of the art. He never entirely succeeded. 
Rhyme and metre were to Carlyle like Saul’s armour to 
David, and the intended vase turned out usually no 
better than an earthen pitcher. The ‘ screed * is good 
as an echo of Campbell or Byron, or of both combined, 
but there is no trace in it of original native power. 

Proui ITapsburgh came forth in the gloom of his wi-ath, 
With hLs banners of pomp and his Hitters in mail. 

For the herdsmen of Uri have fronted his path. 

And the standanl of freedom is raised in the vale. 

All scomfnl advancing, he thought as ho came 

IIow the iKjjisauts would shrink at the glance of his eye ; 

How their hcath-covci*cd chalets in ruin must flame, 

And the hope of the nation must wither and die. 
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But marked he the moment when thundering and vast 
The voice of the Switzere in echoes arose, 

When the rocks of the glen from the hill summits cast. 
Carried vengeance and death on the heads of theii’ foes. 


Now charge in yonr fury, yc sons of the Fell, 

Now plunge ye your blades in the hearts of his men ; 
If ye conquer, all time of your glory shall tell, 

And conquered ye ne’er shall arouse ye again. 


’Tis done, and the spoilers arc crushed and o’erthrown, 
And teiTor has struck through the SQuls of the proud, 
For the Despot of Austria stoops from his throne. 

And the war-cry of Uri is wrathful and loud. 


In speed they came on, but still faster they go, 
Wliilc ruin and horrour around them are hurled, 
And the field of Morgarten in splendour shall grow, 
Like Marathon’s field, to the end of tJje world. 


Once only Carlyle did better than this, when love 
wtme to assist his inspiration. Miss Welsh's injunctions, 
though they subdued the tone of his letters, could not 
prevent a confidential intercourse with a young, fascin- 
ating woman from producing its natural effect. Per- 
haps, after Irving was lost to her, though she gave 
Carlyle no encouragement, she was less peremptorily 
cold. He on his pai*t regarded her as the most perfect 
of women, beyond his practical hopes, but not beyond 
his adoration, and he indulged in the usual liights of 
musical imagining : — 
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They chide thee, fair and fervid one. 

At Glory’s goal for aiming. 

Does not Jove’s bii'd, its flight begun. 

Soar up against the beaming sim, 

Uiidazed in splendour flaming. 

Young brilliant creature, even so 
A lofty instinct draws thee, 

Heaven’s fires w’ithin thy bosom glow. 

Could earth’s vain fading vulgar show 
One hour’s contentment cause thee ? 

The gay saloon ’twas thine to tread. 

Its stiitclicst scenes adorning, 

Tliine be, by nobler wishes led, 

AVith bays to crown thy lofty head. 

All meaner homage scorning. 

Bright maid, thy destiny as I view, 
Unuttered thoughts come o’er me ; 
Enrolled among earth’s chosen few, 

Lovely as morning, pure as dew. 

Thy image stands l)efore me. 

Oh, that on Fame’s far shining peak, 

AVith great and mighty numbered, 
Unfading lauiels I could seek ; 

This longing spirit then might speak 
The thoughts within that slumbered. 

Oh, in the battle’s wildest swell, 

By hero’s deeds to win thee. 

To meet the chaise, the stormy yell. 

The artillery’s flash, its thundering knell. 
And thine the light within me. 

I'i 


VOL. t. 
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What man in Fate’s dark day of po^7e^, 

While thoughts of thee upbore him, 

Would shrink at danger’s blackest lour 
Or faint in Life’s last ebbing hour. 

If teal’s of thine fell o’er him ? 

These lines are noteworthy for the emotion which 
they express, but not even they have the ring of genuine 
gold. The feeling did not seek the metre because it 
could not otherwise find fit expression. The metre was 
rather laboriously adapted to the feeling, because the 
metrical form was assumed to be the right and ap- 
propriate one. Had Carlyle struggled on upon the false 
track, he might have written good artificial verses, 
showing from time to time a mind impatient of its 
fetters, but he would swircely have risen to true gi-eat- 
ness. Happily he was himself under no illusions. His 
object was to write out the truth that was in him : he 
saw his mistake, and he left his ideas to take the shape 
that was most natural to him. Taylor’s offer for the 
‘ London Magazine* came to the help of his resolution, 
and he began his Life of Schiller as the commencement 
of the intended series. Goethe was designed to follow. 
But the biography of Goethe was soon exchanged for a 
translation of ‘ Wilhelm Meister.* 

Thus opened the year 1823. The Buller connection 
continued to be agreeable. John Carlyle’s companion- 
ship relieved the loneliness of the Edinburgh lodgings, 
while spare moments were occupied with writing letters 
to Miss Welsh or correcting her exercises. 

Wc lead a quiet life at present (he wrote to bis brother 
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Alexander), No incident breaks the smooth current of onr 
histoi 7 . None meddles with ns, we ine<ldle with none. 
Jack is studying bones, and the like. I write nonsense all 
the morning, then go and teach from two till six, then come 
home and read till half-past eleven, and so the day is done. 
I am happy while I can keep myself busy, which, alas ! is not 
by any means always. The other day I went with Murray 
to call upon Macculloch, the Scoisnuin. He was sitting like 
a great Polar bear, chewing, and vainly trying to digest, tlie 
doctrines of Adam Smith and Hicardo, which he means to 
vomit forth again next spring in the shape of lectures to ‘ the 
thinking public of this city. He eyed me with suspicion 
and distrust ; would not come forth into open parley at all. 
What ailed the great Macculloch I ootild not tell. Did be 
ever feel fear ? or might I be come to spy out the nakedness 
of his land ? — I would not give a rush to know. 

Communicjxtions more interesting than political 
economy came in weekly by the carrier from RIainhill. 
His father wrote to him on the 1st of January. 

James Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 

- . Mainhill; J.m, 1, 1S2.T 

1 take the pen in hand once more to writo to you, 

though you may look for nothing but a few ill-arraiio-od 
thoughts. Put Ijowcvcr that may be, I can tell you that I 
am in ;is good health as any of my age can expect to enjoy. 
In spite of bad times we are fighting away, and by feeding 
«xttle, selling our barley, and one thing and anotlier, we 
think we can meet our landlord at Candlemas this year a« 
formerly ; and when we can do that, you know we may goon 
Ro long as we are m any measure of health. How long that 
may be we cannot say. He who knows all things only knows 

12—2 
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what is before us ; but we may know, both by Scripture and 
by our own observation, that before long we must leave the 
place we now occupy for a place in eternity, and only one of 
two places can we look for, as there is not a third ; and the 
Apostle tells us that, as we spend our time here, so will our 
eternal state be. May the Lord make us all wise to con- 
sider these things, and to tliink on our latter end. 

I forgot the last time I wrote to tell you that I had got 
the book of sermons safe which you sent me, and I like 
them very well. When I was reading Baltneris sermon on 
the Resurrection, it brought into my mind a sermon preached 
by i^Ir. William Glen nearly on the same subject. lie said 
many tilings about the eternity of the body that would rise 
at the day of judgment, and the subject was disputed about 
by Robert Scott and George Macivin. Robert Scott was for 
the same body rising again. The arguments w’ere talked 
over one morning at the meeting house door. I was pre- 
sent, and was ratlior involved in the dispute. I observed 
that I thought a stinking clogg of a body like Robert Scott 
the weaver’s would be very unfit to inhabit those places. 

Your mother wishes you a liappy now year, and she 
wishes it may be the best you ever have seen, and the woi-st 
you c\ er may sec. 

I am, dear Son, 

Your loving father, 

Jajies Oabltle. 

The family, j'oiing and old, often contributed their 
scraps to the carrier’s budget on these occasions. The 
youngest child of all, Jane, called the Craw, or Crow, 
from her black hair, and not yet able even to write, 
was heard composing in bed in the morning, to be 
enclosed in her father’s letter, ‘a scrap of doggerel from 
his affectionate sister Jane Carlyle.’ 
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Of Carlyle’s brothers, Alexander had the most natural 
genius. Of his sisters, the eldest, Margaret, had a 
tenderness, grace, and dignity of character which, if 
health and circumstances had been more kind, would 
have made her into a distinguished woman. But Jane 
was peculiar and original. She, when the day’s work 
was over, and the young men wandered out in the 
summer gloaming, would cling to ‘Tom’s’ hand and 
trot at his side, catching the jewelled sentences which 
dropped from his lips. She now, when he was far 
away, sent, among the rest, her little thoughts to him, 
composing the * meanest of the letter kind ’ instinctively 
in rhyme and metre ; her sister Mary, who had better 
luck in haying been at school, writing down the words 
for her. 

‘Surely a very singular little crow,* was Carlyle’s 
observation on reading her characteristic lines. 
‘Meanest of the letter kind* became a family phrase, 
to be met with for many years when an inditl'erent 
composition seemed to require an apology. Carlyle, in 
return, thought always iirst of lus mother. He must 
send her a present. She must tell him what she 
needed most. ‘ Dear bairn,’ she might answer, ‘ I want 
for nothing.* But it was not allowed to serve. ‘ She 
must understand that she could not gratify him so 
much as by enabling him to promote her comfort.* 


Life (he Avrotc to licr) is still in prospect to .Tack and 
me. Wc are nob yet wliab we hope to be. .lack is going 
to become a large gawsie broad-faced practiser of physic, to 
nde his horse m time, to give aloes by the rule, to make 
money and be. a large man ; while I, in spite of all my 
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d^B^icpsias aad nervousness and hypochondrias, am still bent 
on being a very meritorious sort of character, rather noted 
in the world of lettere, if it so please Providence, and useful, 
I hope, whithersoever I go, in the good old causOt for which I 
beg you to beUeve that I cordially agree wth you in feeling 
my chief ititerest, however we may diiler in our modes of 
expressing it. 



KINNAIRD^ 


>83 


CHAPTER XI. 

AD. 1823. AT. 2a 

The JBuLLEits after a winter*8 experience grew tired of 
Edinburgh, and in the spring of 1823 took Kinnaird 
House, a large handsome residence in Perthshire. 
Carlyle during the removal was allowed a holiday. He 
had been complaining of his health again. He had been 
working hard on Schiller, and was beginning his transla- 
tion of ‘ iSIeister.* His brother had gone home when 
the University session was over, and describes the 
anxiety of the family with a degree of humour unusual 
with him. 


John Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle, 


May 5, I8J3. 

I foQiid all the Muinhill people well in body and mind, 
all very cheerful, and all disposed to give me a lituirty wel- 
come and receive me in their ‘choicest mood.’* They all 
inquired after you. Que.stion followed question anxiously. 
‘ Phou sc a vast deal leaner, lad, sin’ thou gaed away ! ’ ‘ fs 

Tom got better ? Does he sleep well yet ? It gaed to rny 
heart when he told me in the last letter that he conldna sleep 
without liis finger in his ear. Poor fellow, he luvs had a 
terrible time o’t. I see by thee thon’se no telling me the 
worst — before I could get a word said. She thauks you for 


* A phrase of Kdwanl Irying^s. 
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the large quantity of tea you sent her. It was the beat she 
had had for a long while. Our father is cheerful and vigorous, 
and in the very best health. He has got every ounce 
weight of his corn sown, liis potatoes set and covered, and 
has wherewith to meet his landlord with an ‘ impudent face.* 
I gave him Paley’s ‘ Hor® Paulin®, ’ with which he was 
considerably pleased. He told me he had often heard of it, 
but never could get it. He read a httle of it yesterday, 
and was much pleased. Jane’s muse has not visited her 
frequently of late. The ‘ letter poetic * which she sent you 
was entirely her o^vn production. She made it in her bed 
one night exactly in the form in which you gob it. 

Kinnaird House is a beautiful place in the midst of 
woods near Dunkeld on the Tay. Carlyle spent a week 
in Annandale, and rejoined the Bullers there at the 
end of iMay. 

I spent a joyful week In Annandale (he repoitcd to Miss 
W^elsh) amidst scenes in themselves unattractive or repul- 
sive, but hallowed in my thoughts by the rude but geimino 
worth and true affection of those who people them. I think 
I am going to be comfortable enough in my new quarters. 
The Build’S arc good people j and, what is better, the fii’st 
hour when they treat me uncivilly shall likewise be the last. 
So we live together in that easy style of cheerful indifference 
which seems to be the fit relation between us. For the rest, 

I have balmy air to breathe, fine scenery to look at, and still- 
ness deeper than I have ever before enjoyed. My apart- 
ments arc in a house detached from the larger building, w’hich, 
except at meals and times of business, I intend to frequent 
but seldom. My window opens into a smooth bowling green, 
surrounded with goodly trees, and the thrashes have been 
singing amongst them, though it has rained every momonb 
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since I came. Here I purpose to spend my leisure and to 
think sweetly of friends that are far away. 

Of these friends. Miss Welsh was naturally the most 
frequently in his mind. Her relations with him were 
drifting gradually in the direction in which friendships 
between young men and young women usually do drift. 
She had no thought of marrying him, but she was 
flattered by his attachment. It amused her to see the 
most remarkable person that she had ever met with at 
her feet. His birth and position seemed to secure her 
against the possibility of any closer connection between 
them. Thus he had a trying time of it. In serious 
moments she would tell him that their meeting had 
made an epoch in her history, and had influenced her 
character and life. When the humour changed, she 
would ridicule his Aunandale accent, turned his pas- 
sionate expressions to scorn, and when she had toned 
him down again she would smile once more, and en- 
chant him back into illusions. She played with him, 
frightened him away, drew him back, quarrelled with 
him, received him again into favour as the fancy took 
her, till the poor man said, ‘ My private idea is that 
you are a witch like Sapphira in the New Testament, 
concerning whom I)r. Nimrno once preached in my 
hearing, “ It seems probable, my friends, that Ananias 
was tempted into this by some spirit more wicked than 
his wife.” ’ At last, in the summer of 1823, just after 
he was settled at Kinnaird, she was staying in some 
house which she particularly disliked, and on this 
occasion, in a fit of impatience with her surroundings— 
for she dated a letter which she wrote to him thence. 
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very characteristically, as from ‘ Hell ’ — she expressed a 
gratitude for Carlyle’s affection for her, more warm than 
she had ever expressed before. He believed her serious, 
and supposed that she had promised to be his wife. 
She hastened to tell him, as explicitly as she could, 
that he had enthely mistaken her. 

My friend (she said), I love you. I repeat it, though I 
find the e.K])rcssion a nush one. AH the best feeling of my 
nature are concerned in loving you. Bub were you my 
brother I should love you the same. No. Your friend I 
will be, your truest, most devoted friend, while I breathe the 
breath of life. But your wife, never. Never, not though 
you were as rich as Croesus, as honoured and renowned as 
you yet shall be. 

Carlyle took his rebuke manfully. ‘My heart,’ he 
said, ‘ is too old by almost half a score of years, and is 
made of sterner stuff than to break in junctures of this 
kind. I have no idea of dying in the Arcadian shep- 
herd’s style for the dipaj)poiutjnent of hopes which I 
never seriously entertained, or had no right to enter- 
tain seriously.* Could they have left matters thus, it 
had been better for both of them. Two diamonds do 
not easily form cup and socket. But Irving was gone. 
Miss Welsh was romantic j and to assist and further the 
advance of a man of e.^traordinary genius, who was kept 
back from rising by outward circumstances, was not 
without attraction to her. Among her papers there is 
a curious correspondence which passed about this time 
between herself and the family solicitor. Her mother 
had been left entirely dependent on her. Her marriage, 
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she said, was possible, though not probable ; and * she 
did not choose that her husband, if he was ever to be so 
disposed, should have it in his power to lessen her 
mother’s income.* She executed an instrument, there- 
fore, by which she transferred the whole of her property 
to her mother during Mrs. Welsh’s life. By another 
she left it to Carlyle after her own and her mother’s 
death. It was a generous act, which showed how far 
she had seen into his character and the future which 
lay before him, if he could have leisure to do justice 
to his talents. But it would have been happier for her 
and for him if she could have seen a little further, and 
had persevered in her refusal to add her person to her 
fortune. 

Men of genius are ‘ kittle folk,* as the Scotch say. 

Carlyle had a strange temper, and from a child was 

* gey ill to deal wi’,* MTien dyspepsia was upon him 

he spared no one, least of all those who were nearest 

and dearest to him. Dearly as he loved his brother 

John, yet he had spoken to him while they were 

lodging together in language which he was ashamed 

to remember. * Often in winter,’ he acknowledged 

ruefully to the poor John, ‘when Sat^mas in the shape 

of bile was heavy upon me, I have said cruel things to 

thee, and bitterly, though vainly, do I recollect them ; 

but at bottom I hope you never doubted that I loved 

you.’ Penitence, however, sincere as it might be, was 

never followed by amendment, even to the very end of 
his life. 

But enough will be heard hereafter on this sad 
subject. Ihe life at Kinnaird went on smoothly. 
The translation of ‘Meister’ prospered. An Edin- 
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burgh publisher undertook to publish it and pay well 
for it. There is a letter from Carlyle to his mother, 
dated June 10 of this year. Half a page is cut oif, and 
contained evidently a cheque for a small sum of 
money, 

Tkomm Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle^ MainhilL 

Kinnaird House : June 10, 1823. 

This letter may operate as a spur on the diligence of my 
beloved and valuable con'cspondents at MainhilL There is 
a small blank made in Iho sheet for a purpose which you will 
notice. I beg you to accept the little picture which fills it 
without any murmuring. It is a poor testimonial of the 
gi’ateful love I should ever bear you. If I hope to get a 
moderate command of money in the com-so of my life’s 
operatious, I long for it chiefly that I may testify to those 
dear to me what affection I entertain for them. In the 
meantime we ought to be tliankful that we have never 
known what it was to be m fear of want, but have always 
had wherewith to gratify one another by these little acts of 
kindness, which arc worth more than millions unblcst by a 
true feeling between the giver and receiver. You must buy 
youreelf auy little odd things you want, and think I enjoy it 
along witli you, if it add to your comfort. I do indeed enjoy 
it with you. I sliould be a dog if I did not. I am grateful 
to you for kindness and true affection such as no other heart 
^ull ever feel for me. I am proud of my mother, though 
she is neither rich nor learned. If I ever forget to love and 
reverence her, I must cease to be a creature myself worth 
remembering. Often, my dear mother, in solitary pensive 
moments does it come across me like the cold shadow of 
death that we two must part in the couise of time. I 
shudder at the thought, and find no refuge except in humbly 
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trnstinff that the great God will surely appoint ns a meeting 
in that far country to wliich we are teiuling. May He bless 
you for ever, my good mother, and keep up in your heart 
those sublime hopes which at present serve as a pillar of 
cloud by day and a pillar of fire by niglit to guide your foot- 
steps through the wilderness of life. AVe are in bis hands. 
He will not utterly forsake us. Let us trust in Him. 

I have no news of myself to send you except what are 
good. The boys arc going on very fairly with me. They 
are excellent creatures in the main. With the rest of the 
family I am on the best footing. AVe talk together cheer- 
fully whenever we meet. They show themselves anxious to 
promote my comfort by every rational ai-i-angemcnt. AAHien 
with them I forget that there is any difTercnce in worldly 
rank. They have their wealth, and birtli, and connections 
and accomplishments to brag of. I too have my little stock 
of vanities within myself. My health was scarcely so good 
as you saw it for some days after I arrived. The air is pure 
as may be, and I am quiet as when at Ijome ; but I did not 
Bleep well for some nights, and Iwgan to fear that I was 
again going down hill. Oii considering what the matter 
iniglit be, it struck me it was, perhai)s, my dining so late, at 
ivc o clock, and histing so long before dinner. A new re^ru- 
lation took place instantly, and now except on Sabbath dfTys, 
when from choice I eat with the family, my meals arc served 
up in a very comfortable manner at the houis I myself 
selected. The boys and I are up at breakfast a little before 
nine. AVe begin work half an hour after it, continuing till 

^ smoke, or amuse myself 

til! half-piist two, when dinner is waiting for me in the par- 

our, after which teaching recommences till near five, and 

then I am as air for the night. I go into my own room 

and do wliatsoever scemeth me good. I go out- of it and 

walk and sometimes ride, and Donovan, the smart, whLskin- 
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and very trustworthy butler, has a dish of tea standing 
ready for me at seven. By this means I liave brought my- 
self round again. I lilce the arrangement also because I 
have more time to myself, and am less restricted in my 
movements. I have begun translating the German work 
which Jack knows of, I am basy, I shall be healthy, and in 
the meantime I am as comfortable as I could hope to be. 

To John Carlyle, 


Kinnaird : Jane 24. 

Tell onr mother I have a fire every night, and that all 
things I want arc supplied to mo abundantly. We have 
no incidents in our menage. Buller fishes and rides, and 
eschews hcavt(aclic).* The lady sauntcre about on the back 
of a grey stalking pony, aud figlits against as fiercely os 
she can. Both are uniformly civil and even kind to me. 
We have got two visitors from the south with us at present, 
Ajina Pole and Reginald Pole her brother ; but they produce 
no change in our mode of life. The lady is fully arrived at 
the years of discretion, at lc.ast if these arc under thirty. 
.She is good-Iiumourcd, understands all cookery from tlie 
mixture of water-gruel up to the composition of the choicest 
cuny. She has a cornelian necklace, and kind blue eyes, 
and a bit 7umhlc-yawn tongue. Reginald has been at 
Oxford studying the natum of homes. Pliilosophy is all a 
hum ; but tlic short back, and the shoulder, and the liaiids 
of height, aud the price, and the speed — these arc the points 
for a Kiture jm-son of the English Cluirch. My owm boys in 
general behave admiiahly well to me and not i^ery ill to 
themselves. . . . Under this fine climate and among these 
beautiful scenes I am at no loss to my time with profit 


^ Paper toro. 
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to my body, if not my mind. I wander by the copses on tiio 
siiores of the Tay, or stroll over these black, intciiuinable 
solitary moors, and meditate on many foolish things. 

I^ter in the season, when Ix)ndon began to empty 
itself, other guests appeared at Kinnaird. The first 
glimpse into the great world did not please Carlyle. 


I see something of fashionable people here (he wrote 
to Miss Welsh), and truly to my plebi-ian conception thei*c is 
not a nmre futile class of persons on the face of the earth. 
If I were doomed to e.Tist as a man of fasliion, I do honestly 
believe I should swallow ratsbano, or apjily to hemp or steel 
before thi-ee months were over. From day to day and year 
to year tlie problem is, not how to use time, but how to 
waste it least painfully. They have their dinnere and their 
rents. They move heaven and earth to get everything 
arranged and enacted properly ; and when the whole is done 
what IS It? Had the parties all wmirped themselves in 
varm blankets and kept their beds, much ircace had been 
among seycml hundreds of his Majesty’s subjects, and the 
^mc result, the nnea.sy destruction of Imlf a dozen houre 
had ^n quite as well attained. No wonder i)oor women 
take to opiiun and scmdal. The wonder is rather that these 
queens of the land do not some morning, struck by the hopc- 
les'^ncss of their condition, make a general finish by 
simultaneous consent, and exhibit (0 coroners and juries the 
spectacle of the whole world of to7i susi^ended by their 
gartera, and freed at last from ennui in the most cheap and 
^mplete of all possible modes. There is something in the 
Ufe of a sturdy peasant toiling from sun to sun for a plump 
wife and six eating children ; but as for the Lady Jei^eysand 
the Loi-d Petersliams, iicace be with them. 
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There was a glimpse, too, of modem sporting, which 
was as little admirable as the fine ladies and gentlemen. 

To John Ccurlyle. 


Ktnnaird : September 17. 

I got your letter last Friday on returning from a roe 
hunt, which we had all been assisting at in the wood on the 
hill beside ns. A sorrier piece of entertainment, I may 
observe, is not to be met with in this kingdom. They went 
hallooing and beating the bushes, and talking Gaelic, the 
gun-men standing at certain determined points with their 
pieces ready, and I driving on Mrs. Bullcr and a wretched 
old clout of a wliite pony she was' riding on, or doing my 
best to keep her in talk while we sat for hours in open 
places among the heath. In the course of the day they got 
two fawns about as large as your long-eared warlock, in 
value somewhere about sixpence a piece, and thought it 
royal sport. Reginald de la Pole shot them both, and never 
was victor at the Olympic games more charmed with his 
laurels. Richard Bullcr,* the other Oxford scholar, declared 
on the fii'st occasion ‘ he would have given a sovereign for 
that shot.* After the second he became chop-fallen, and spoke 
little more for four and twenty hours. Sic itur ad astra. 

Sporting was not the only amusement at Kinnaird. 
There was literature also and literary discussion. 
Irving’s popularity had taken fire, as Carlyle called it, 
and he had become the rage of fashionable London. 
He bad published an argument for judgment to come, 
written in great excitement and under some imagined 
quasi inspiration. 

I Nophe^ of Mr BuUert on a visit at Kinnaird. 
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IiTing s book (Carlyle wrote) is come three days a^o. 
Mrs. Buller bouglit it. I fear it will hardly do. There is a 
fici-ce and very spiteful review of it and him in the last 
‘ Blackwood.* There is strong talent in it, true eloquence 
and vigorous thought, but the foundation is rotten, and the 
building itself a kind of monster in architecture, l)eautiful 
in iwrts, vast in dimensions, but on the whole decidedly a 
monster. Buller has stuck in the middle of it, ‘ Can’t fall 
m with your friend at all, Mr. 0.* Mre. Buller is very near 
sticldng ; Bometira^ I buist right out laughing when lead- 
ing it. At other tuucs I udiuircd it sincerely* 

I am sorry (he m-ote a little later to Mils Welsh) that 
Irving s preaching has taken such a turn ; he had lieen much 
better if, without the pleasure of being a newspaiwr lion and 
a season s wonder, he had gradually become what he must 
u timately jkiss for— a preacher of Hi.jt-rate abilities, of great 
eloquence, wi^th a head fertile above all othem in sense and 
non^nse, and a heart of the most honest and kindly sort 
As It IS, our friend incurs the risk of many vagaries and 
di:^tei^ and at best the certainty of much disc.uietude. 
His path IS steadfast and manly only when he has to 
encounter opposition and misfortune. When fed with 
fiattent^ and prosperity his progress soon changes into 
ground and lofty tumbling,’ accomiKuiied with all the 
and confusion timt .usually atteud this species of 
movement. With three newspapei-s to praise him and three 
to blame, with about sLx peem and sis dozen ri-ht 

for'TDh C'cry Suuday. tickets Lssuh.g 

wo.'eut f <^cvo..t old 

r I Mn, a ill. cudite and adula- 

tion, I know that ere now he is striking the stars with his 

ro.^lr. T"n" his shh.s among the 

rou h pla^ of the ground. I wish we saw him safely down 

oa.n, and walking as other men walk. ... I hav» meant 
vou t 
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to write to him very frequently for almost three months, but 
1 know not well how to effect it. He will be talking about 
‘ the Lord,’ and twenty other things which he himself only 
wishes to believe, and which to one that knows and loves 
him are truly painful to hear. . . . Happy Irving, after all, 
that is fitted with a task which he loves and is equal to. 
He entertains no doubt that he is battering to its base the 
fortress of the Alien, and he lies down every night to di-eain 
of planting the old true blue Presbyterian flag upon the 
summit of the ruins. 


< Happy Irving, that is fitted with a task that he 
loves.’ Without any tinge of envy Carlyle could not 
but contrast his friend’s lot with his own ; and the 
sense of this was perhaps the more painful, because his 
friend was winning fame and name on a cour.se which 
he knew to be a wrong one. But a few years since they 
were poor schoolmasters together at Kirkcaldy, and now 
Irving was the theological lion of the age, the passing 
wonder of lawyers, statesmen, and men of the world, 
who, having set religion aside as no longer worthy of 
serious consideration, were awakened by him to a 
languid belief that there might be something in it 
after all. Carlyle saw the holloivness of the success j 
yet for all that his friend had been lifted into a blaze of 
distinction, while he was still unnoticed, was still in his 
own conscience undeserving of notice, and unable to 
turn to account the talents which he knew that he 
possessed. He would have been more than mortal if 
be had not at times repined at the inequalities of Fate. 

Poor Irving ! Little Carlyle knew or could measure 
his friend’s real condition. So far from * standing on 
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tiptoe on Fortune’s wheel,’ he was just then getting 
married, and trying to forget Haddington. Carlyle saw 
him on his wedding tour in the Highlands. He has 
given an account of their meeting in his ‘Reminis- 
cences ’ which need not be repeated here. It had been 
intended that IVIiss ^Velsh should pay Irving and his 
wife a visit in London as soon as they were settled. 
But Irving could not face the trial ; he only hoped that 
a time might come when he might be able to face it. 

My dear Isabella (he wrote to her) has succeeded in heal- 
ing the wounds of niy heart by her unexampled affection and 
tenderness ; but am I hardly yet in a condition to expose 
them. My former calmness and piety are i-etuming. I feel 
growing in grace and holiness ; and before another year I 
shall be worthy in the eye of my o^vn conscience to receive 

you into my house and mider my care, which till then I 
should hardly be. 

Carlyle’s lot was happy compared to Irving’s, and yet 
he was already quarrelling with it. The Bullers, as he 
admitted, were most kind and considerate ; yet he must 
have tried their patience. He was uneasy, restless, 
with dyspepsia and intellectual fever. He laid the 

blame on his position, and was already meditating to 
throw up his engagement. 

To John Carlyle, 

I Bleep irregularly here, and feel a little, very little, more 
than my usual sliam of torture every day. What the cause 
>3 would puzzle me to explain within the limits I could here 

13—2 
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to write to him very frequently for almost three months, but 
1 know not well how to effect it. He will be talking about 
‘the Lord,’ and twenty other things which he himself only 
wishes to believe, and which to one that knows and loves 
him are truly painful to hear. . . . Happy Irving, after all, 
that is fitted with a task which he loves and is equal to. 
He entertains no doubt that he is battering to its base the 
fortress of the Alien, and he lies down every night to dream 
of planting blic old true blue Presbyterian flag upon the 
suiuinit of the laiins. 


‘Happy Irving, that is fitted with a task that he 
loves.’ Without any tinge of envy Carlyle could not 
but contrast his friend’s lot with his own j and the 
sense of this was perhaps the more painful, because his 
friend was winning fame and name on a course which 
he knew to be a wrong one. But a few years since they 
were poor schoolmasters together at Kirkcaldy, and now 
Irving was tlie theological lion of the age, the passing 
wondtn- of lawyers, statesmen, and men of the world, 
who, having set religion aside as no longer worthy of 
serious consideration, were awakened by him to a 
languid belief that there might be something in it 
afl^r all. Carlyle saw the hollowness of the success; 
vet for all that his friend had been lifted into a blaze of 
distinction, while he was still unnoticed, was still in his 
own conscience un<ieserving of notice, and unable to 
turn to account the talents which he knew that he 
possessed. He would have been more than niortal if 
he had not at times repined at the inequalities of hate. 

Poor lxvin<r ! Little Carlyle knew or could measure 
his friend’s i^al condition. So far from ‘standing on 
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rctnrn, if I am not better than I have been lately, I shall say 
to them, ‘ My veiy noble and approved good masters, allow 
me to ask you what you purpose doing through the winter 
with your boys ? If to go to Edinburgh, can I be any way 
accommodated there, so that I shall have the entire command 
of my eating and drinking, sleeping, waking, and geneml 
regimen ? If so, then I shall be very glad to serve you. To 
sUy here as you once proposed ? This plan I doubt not may 
be attended with a thousand benefits ; but for my poor share 
of It, I have distinctly ascertained that my hrkage cannot 
stand it without manifest and permanent injury, and there- 
fore, with the most profound dorsollexions, I beg to wish you 
all good moniing as soon as may Iw.* 

So here, you see, the matter rests. I care not the tossiii^' 
of a halfpenny whether I go or stay. If I go, I Iiave money 
enough to keep me for a year or two. I can obtain plenty 
of literaiy tjisks, and get them done about five times as effec- 
tually as now. If I stay I shall gather a hundred or two 
additional ^uiid.s, and have the privilege of Uving for the 
winter in Edinbiu-gh, where my engagements caU me to be, 
at any rate. I shall leave it in spring with books and pens 
and frc.sh undertakings. We shall get some acconimodatiou 
furbished up at aiainhill (the old pciit-house or some hole) 
where, by the aid of Bardolph » and rny faithful mother, I 
am nearly certain I can recover my healtii. I shall be verv 
busy and we can all live together as meiry as maltmen ; so 
1 cast my into the air in defiance of all things yet ; for 
the spirit that is in me is stUl mibroken as the spirit of that 
old lame duck you have at home, who triLsts, thoin^h at 
present unnged and mashed in both her limbs, that she shall 
yet by the blessing of Providence lay above five shillin.^g 
worth of eggs, and be useful in her day and generation. “ 

-t AI..x,u,Uer. and ^ith him 
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assis^n it. I take exercise sufficient daily ; I attend with 
viiTorous minuteness to the quality of my food ; I take all 
the precautions that I cjin, yet still the disease abates not. 
I should be an unreasonable blockhead did I complain of the 
conduct of Mr. and Mi*s. BuUer towards me. Any arrange- 
ment that I could suggest would, I have not a doubt, be 
most cheerfully complied with. Much trouble they have 
already had with me. But their good resolutions and enact- 
ments require to be executed by a pack of lazy, careless, and 
irregular waiting men and women, and often in tliis wasteful 
ti-aiismission their good will comes my length almost void. 
It Is the hundred ])ctty omissions aud commissions of this 
canaille^ coupled with the small inquietudes and vexations, 
small but often returning, of my ofTicial employments that 
chiefly act against me, and render this Kinnaird a worse 
place for me than Mainhill. Pity that it were so. I might 
else be very haj py. Here am I sitting in this far highland 
glen, under a fair autumn night, with my clear fire of oak 
sticks blazing near me, my books and my tackle all around 
me, and no sound at all but now and then the twang of 
honest James Gow’s fiddle, who is solacing his labours by 
thLs not usual gratification ; partly, I suppose, because he sees 
the sky hoautiful and mild and kind, and feels in spirits, he 
knows not why. The boys and old people and all seem to 
grow ill their* esteem for me. It is veiy bard. But wliat 
avails its hardness or softness either ? Let us have done with 
whining and consider what steps can be taken to remedy it. 
Often and long have I meditated that point since I came 
hitlier. I luivo cudgelled my brains till they ar*e sore to seek 
deliverance ; for, like Jose])h of Austria, par ma tete seule 
must I get help if I get help at all. T. liis, then, Jack, I ha\ e 
in view "at present. The Bullei-s — I mean the old gentry, 
with iliss Pole — are gone to Aberdeen to some Caledonian 
hunt or other, aud will not be back for ten days. At their 
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rctarn, if I am not better than I have been lately, I shall say 
to them, * ^ly very noble and approved good masters, allow 
me to ask you what you purpose doing through the winter 
with your boys ? If to go to Edinburgh, can I be any way 
accommodated there, so that I shall have the entire command 
of my eating and drinking, sleeping, waking, and general 
regimen ? If so, then I shall be very glad to serve you. To 
stay here as you once proposed ? Tliis plan I doubt not may 
be attended with a thousand benefits ; but for my poor share 
of it, I have distinctly ascertained that my kerkage cannot 
stand it without manifest and permanent injury, and there- 
fore, with the most profound dorsolleidous, I beg to wish you 
all good morning as soon as may \)el 

So here, you see, the matter rests. I care not the tossing 
of a halfpenny whether I go or stay. If 1 go, I have money 
enough to keep me for a year or two. I ciin obtain plenty 
of literary tasks, and get them done about five times as efTec- 
tually as now. If I stay I shall gather a hundred or two 
additional ix)unds, and have the privilege of living for the 
winter in Edinburgh, where my engagements call me to be, 
at any rate. I shall leave it in spring with books and pens 
and fre.sh undertakings, ^ye shall get some accommodation 
furbished up at ^fainhill (the old peat-house or some hole), 
where, by the aid of Bardolph » and my faithful mother, I 
am nearly certain I can recover my health. I shall be very 
busy, and we can all live together as meiry as maltmen ; so 
I cast my cap into the air in defiance of all tliings yet ; for 
the spirit that is in me is stUl unbroken as tlie spirit of that 
old lame duck you have at home, who trusts, though at 
present winged and mashed in both her limbs, that she shall 
yet by the bles.sing of Providence lay above five slullin.^s 
worth of eggs, and be useful in her day and generation. 

at **** Alexander, and with him 
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In better moments Carlyle recognised that the mis- 
chief was in himself, and that the spot did not exist 
upon earth where so sensitive a skin would not be 
irritated. He wrote a foitnight after : — 


I find the Bullei’s are determined to stay here with ns 
all the winter. If I had any quiet place to retire to I believe 
I should be tempted to throw up my commission to-morrow, 
and set forth to try the voyage on another tack, as I most 
ere long do at any rate. But there is none. Mainhill must 
be full of bustle and confusion at this time,^ unfit for 
purposes of hterary labour. Of Edinburgh, of living in 
lodgings with Mantle * and stenches and horrors more than 
tongue can tell to drive me to despah, I cannot think 
without a cold shudder which scarcely the prospect of the 
gallows could bring over me. Many a man, I am siue, has 
been tried by fifteen of his pecis, and fairly doomed and 
hanged, and quartered by the doctoi’S, with less torment 
than I have suffei-cd in that fatal city for no cause at all. 
■Wliat then shall I do ? In days when m-ecked with want of 
sleep and all its infernal et emteras, I am sometimes witliin 
an inch of writing to Buller to signify my resolution of de- 
parting ; but their kindness to me and the reflection of my 
inability to mend the matter certainly, and the risk 1 nin of 
making it consideiably worse, always sluits my month. Next 
day, perhaps, I sliall sleep better and become as lively as a 
hawk, and think I might exist hem long enough veiy com- 
foitiibly. Thus I vary and vacillate. Most probably it will 
long be so. It seems likely I shall jiist thring on here till 
I get desi>erate, and then cut and run. 


' Harvest. 

* Mantio was the name of his leasMoved landlady. 
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Mcnnwhile I make a point of going on with Goethe.* Ten 
pages I find more than I can almost ever execute, for it is 
Very hard, and I scarcely get fairly into the spirit of it til) 
I must leave off. Nevertheless, I gar myself (os our father 
would do) go on with this thing, I am now more than half 
through the fii’st volume. It will all be i*widy long ere spring. 
You and I could do it in four weeks if we had quiet quarters, 
and the fiend would give me any respite. I am sometimes 
tempted to sally off and get it done and then have it printed 
in winter ; then take something different and better, down to 
Mainhill, to work and toil as if I were a brownie, not a man, 
till I have conquered all these mean impediments that hem 
in the free-bom, heaven-tending soul. I say, Jack, thou 
and I must never falter. Work, my boy, work unweariedly. 
I swear that all the thousand miseries of this hard fight, and 
ill health, the most terrific of them all, shall never chain us 
down. By the river Styx it shall not. Two fellows from 
a nameless spot in Annandale shall yet show the world tho 
pluck that is in Carlyles. 

^Irs. Bullcr must have been a most forbearing and 
discerning woman. She must have suffered, like eveiy- 
one who came in contact with Carlyle, from his strange 
humours, but she had mind enough to see what he was, 
and was willing to endme much to keep such a man at 
her sous’ side. 


* The of ^rnftrt. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A.D. 1823. ^T. 28. 

Ip Carlyle complained, his complaints were the im- 
patience of a man who was working with all his might. 
If his dyspepsia did him no serious harm, it obstructed 
his efforts and made him miserable with pain. He 
had written the 6rst part of Schiller, which was now 
coming out in the * London iVIagazine.* He was trans- 
lating ‘ Meister,’ and his translation, though the 
production of a man who had taught himself with 
grammar and dictionary, and had never spoken a word 
of German, is yet one of the very best which has ever 
been made from one language into another. In every- 
thing which he undertook he never spared labour or 
slurred over a difficulty, but endeavoured with his 
whole strength to do his work faithfully. A journal 
which he kept intermittently at ICinnaird throws light 
into the inner regions of his mind, while it shows also 
how much he really suffered. Deeply as he admired 
his German frienrls, his stem Scotch Calvinism found 
much in them that offended him. Goethe and even 
Schiller appeared to think that the hope of improve- 
ment for mankind lay in culture rather than morality — 
in aesthetics, in arts, in poetry, in the drama, rather 
than in obedience to the old rugged rules of right and 
wrong ; and this perplexed and displeased him. 

Schiller (he writes) was a very worthy character, possessed 
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of great talents, and fortunate in always finding means to 
employ them in the attainment of worthy ends. The 
pursuit of the Beijutiful, the representing it in suitable 
forms, and the diiTusion of the feelings arising from it, 
operated as a kind of religion in his soul. He talks in some 
of liis essays about the jesthetic being a necessary means of 
improvement among political societies. HLs efforts in this 
cause accordingly not only satisfied the restless activity, the 
desire of creating and working upon others which forms the 
great want of an elevated mind, but yielded a sort of balsam 
to his conscience. He viewed himself as an apostle of the 
Sublime. Pity that he had no better way of satisfying it. 
S. playhouse shows but indifferently as an arena for the 
moralist. It is even inferior to the synod of the theologian. 
One is tired to death with his and Goetlie's palahra about 
the nature of the fine arts. Did Sliakcspeare know anythijig 
of the esthetic ? Did Homer ? Kant’s philosoj)liy has a 
gigantic apj)earance at a distance, enveloped in clouds and 
darkness, sliadowed forth in tyjKS and symbols of unknown 
and fantastic derivation. There is an apparatus, and a 
flourishing of drums and tnimpets, and a tumultuous MarUt- 
sehreyerety as if all the earth were going to renew its youth ; 
and the Esoterks are equally allured by all tliis pomp ami 
circumstance, and repelled by the hollowness and airy 
nothingness of t.he ware which is presented to them. Ajiy of 
the results which have been made intelligible to us tuni out 
to be— like Dryden in the ‘ Battle of the Books’— a lielmet 
of nisty iron large as a kitchen pot, and within it a head 
little bigger than a nub. What Ls Schlcgers gr^^ab solution 
of the mystery of life ? — * the strife of necessitv against the 
will. Nothing earthly but the old old story that all men 
find it difficult to get on in the world, and that one never 
can get all his humours out. They pretend that Nature 
gives people true intimations of true bciiuty and just prin- 
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ciples in Art ; bufc the bildende Kiinstler and the ricktendt 
ought to investigate the true foundation of these obscure 
intimations, and set them fast on the basis of reason. Stuff 
and nonsense I fear it is. People made finer pieces of work- 
manship when there was not a critic among them, just as 
people did finer actions when there was no theory of the 
moral sentiments among them. Nature is the sure guide in 
all cases ; and perhaps the only requsite is that we have 
judgment enough to apply the sentiment implanted in us 
without an elfort to the more complex circumstances that 
will meet us more frequently as we advance in culture 
or move in a society more artificial. Poor silly sons of 
Adam 1 you have been prating on these things for two or 
three thousand years, and you have not advanced a hair’s 
breadth towards the conclusion. Poor fellows, and poorer 
me, that take the trouble to repeat such insipidities and 
truisms. 

Here, on the same page, Car- 
lyle sketched the emblem of the 
wasting candle, with the motto 
written on it, * Terar dum pro- 
sim.* ‘jMay I be wasted, so that 
I be of use.’ He goes on: — 

But what if I do not prosum ? Why then inar still, so 
I cannot help it. This is the end and beginning of all 
philosopliy, known even to Singleton the blacksmith ; we 
must just do the best we can. Oh, most lame and impotent 
conclusion I I wish I fully understood the philosophy of 
Kant. Is it a chapter in the history of human folly ? or the 
brightest in the history of human wisdom ? or both mixed P 
and in what degree ? 
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This was written on May 23. The next entry 
begins ; — 

It is now November; six weary months have passed 
away, another portion from my span of being ; and here 
am I, m a wet, dreary night at Kinua.rd, with no re- 
collections or acquisitions to fiU up that span with ; bat 
the rwollection of agonised days and nights, and the ac- 
quisition of a state of health worse than ever it was. My 
time 1 my time I my peace and activity I where are they ? 
I could read the curse of Emulphus, or sometliing twenty 
times as fierce, upon myself and all things earthly. What 
mil become of me ? Happiness I Tophet must be happier 

than this ; or they but, basta f it is uo use talking. Let 

me get on with Schiller, then with Goethe. ‘They that 
mcaned at a gowden gown gat aye the sleeve.* I shall not 
get even the listing. Schiller is in the wrong vein — laborious 
partly affected, meagre, bombastic. Too often it strives by 
lofty words to hide littleness of thought. Would I wei4 
done with It ! Oh. Carlyle! if thou ever become happy, 

think on these days of piiin aud darkness, and thou wilt join 
trembling with thy mirth. 


There is something in reading a weak or dull book very 
nauseous to me. Reading is a weariness of the flesh. After 
lading and studying about two scores of good books there is 
no new thing whatever to be met with in the genemlity of 
libmrK^ ; repetitious a thoitsand times repc*ated of the »ime 

Sr opinions, and events, all is wliat we 

mi^hb anticipate. No man without Theniistocles* of 

aS th" his days in reading. Generally 

ab ut the age of five and twenty he should begin te put the 

ittle knowledge he has acqumed (it can be but little) from 



204 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE, 


books to some practical use. If I could wriU, that were my 
practical use. Bat« alas ! alas 1 Oh Schiller 1 what secret 
badsb thou for creating such things as Max and Thekla when 
thy body -was wasting mth disease ? lam well nigh done^ I 
think. To die is hard enough at this age. To die by inches 
is very hard. Bub I will not. Though all things human 
and divine are against me, I will not. 

December 14. — Scliiller, part ii. is off to London three 
weeks ago. It was veiy bad. Part iii. I am swithcring to 
begin ; would it were finished 1 

I spent ten days wretchedly in Edinburgh and Haddington. 
I was consulting doctors, who made me give up my dear 
nicotium and take to mercury. I am to \vi*ite letters, and 
then begin Schiller. !May God bless all my friends ! my 
poor mother at the head of them. It sometimes comes on 
me like the shadow of death that we are all parting from one 
another — each moving his several, his inevitable way ; fate 
driving us on — inexorable, dread, relentless fate. No deliver- 
ance 1 dem Fuase stampfendi) No help ? Alas, poor 

sons of Adam I 

December 31. — The year is closing. This time eight and 
twenty ycara I was a cliild of tlu’ee weeks old, sleeping in 
my mother's bosom. 

Ob ! little did my mither think 
That day she cradled mo, 

Tho lands that I should travel in, 

The dojith I W;is to doo. 

Another hour and 1823 is with the years beyond the flood. 
Wliat have I done to mark the course of it ? Suffered the 
j.angs of Tojdicb almost daily ; grown sicker aud sicker ; 
alienated by my misery certain of ray friends, and worn out 
from my o'mi mind a few remaining capabilities of enjoy- 
ment ; reduced my world a little nearer the condition of a 
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bare, nigged desert, where peace and rest for me is none. 
Hopeful youth, ^Ir. C. ! Another year or two and it will do. 
Another year or two and thou ivilb wholly be — this caput 
mortuum of thy former self ; a creature ignorant, stupid, 
peevish, disappointed, broken-hearted, the veriest wretch 
upon the surface of the globe. iMy curse seems deejHjr and 
blacker than tliab of any man : to be immured in a rotten 
carcase, every avenue of which is changed into an inlet of 
pain, till my intellect is obscured and weakened, and my 
hciid and heart are alike desolate and dark. How have I 
deserved this ? Or is it mere fate that ordcre these things, 
CJiring no jot for merit or demerit, crushing our poor mortal 
interests among its ponderous machinery, and grinding us 
and them to dust relentlessly ? 1 know not. Shall I ever 

know ? Then why don't you kill yom-self, sir ? Is there 
not arsenic ? is there not ratsbane of various kinds ? and 
hemp ? and steel ? Most true, Siithanas, all these things 
are ; but it will be time enough to use them when I have 
lost the game which I am a.s yet but losing. You observe, 
sir, I have still a glimmering of ho|Xj ; and while my friends, 
my mother, father, brothers, sisters live, the duty of not 
breaking their hearts would still remain to be jKjrforined 
when hoije had utterly fled. For which reason — even if 

there were no others, which, however, I believe there are 

the benevolent Sathanas will excuse me. I do not design to 
be a suicide. God in heaven forbid ! That way I was never 
tempted. But where is the use of going on with tliis ? I 
am not writing like a reasonable man. If I am miserable 
the more reason there is to gather my faculties together, and 
see what can be done to help myself. I want health, 
health, health ! On this subject 1 am becoming ejuite 
furious ; my torments are greater than I am able to bear. 
If I do not soon recover, I am miserable for ever and ever. 
’Ihej' talk of the benefit of ill health in a moial point of 
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view. I declare solemnly, without exaggeration, that I im- 
pute nine-tenths of my present wretchedness, and rather 
more than nine-tenths of all my faults, to this infernal dis- 
order in the stomach. 

But if it were once away, I think I could snap my fingers 
in the face of all the world. The only good of it is the friends 
it tries for us and endears to us. Oh, there is a charm in true 
alTection that suffering cannot weary, that abides by us in the 
day of frctfulness and dark calamity, a charm which almost 
makes amends for misery. Love to friends — alas 1 I may al- 
most say relatives — is now almost the sole religion of my mind. 

1 liave hopes of * Cloister,* though they are still very faint. 
Schiller, part iii. I began just three nights ago. I abso- 
lutely could not sooner. These dnigs leave me scarcely the 
consciousness of existence. I am scribbling, not wi'iting, 
Schiller, iMy mind will not catch hold of it. I skim it, do 
it as I will, aud I am as anxious as possible to get it off my 
hands. It will nob do for publishing separately. It is nob 
in my natural vein. I wrote a very little of it to-night, and 
then went and talked ineptitudes at the house. Alas ! there 
is mercurial powder in me, and a gnawing pain over all the 
organs of digestion, especially in the pit and left side of the 
stomach. Let this excuse the wild absurdity above. 

Half-past eleven— ThQ silly Donovan is coming down 
(at least so I interpreted his threat) with punch or ‘ wishes,* 
which curtails the few reflections that mercury might still 
leave it in my power to make. To make none at all will 
perhaps be as well. It exhibits not an interesting, but a 
true picture of my present mood— stupid, unhappy, by fits 
wretched, but also dull — dull and very weak. 

Now fiiro thee woll, old twenty-three, 

No powers, no arts Ciin thoo retain ; 

Eternity will roll away. 

And thou wilt never come agsiin. 
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And welcome thoo* yoQn<> twenty-foor^ 
Thou bringcst to men of joy aod grief; 
Whutorer thou bringcst in eufforing^ sour» 
The heart in faith will hope relief* 


Here thou art, bj Jove. Donuy is nob come. Good-night 

to whom ? 

January 7. Last Sunday came the ‘Times’ newspaper 
with the commencement of Schiller, part u. extracted. So 
Walter thought it on this side zero. I believe tliis is about 
the first compliment (most slender as it is) that ever was i>aid 
me by a person who could have no interest in hoodwinking 
me. I am very weak. It kept me cheerful for an liour. 
hiVen yet I sometimes feel it. Certainly no one ever wrote 
with such tremendous difliculty as I do. Shall I ever learn 
to write with ease ? 


There can be no doubt that Carlyle suffered and per- 
haps suffered excessively. It is equally certain that 
Ins sufferings were immensely aggravated by the treats 
merit to which he was submitted. ‘ A long hairy-eared 
jackass,’ as he called some eminent Edinburgh physician, 
h.yl ordered him to give up tobacco, but he had ordered 
him to take mercury, as weU ; and he told me that 
along with the mercury be must have swallowed whole 
hogsheads of castor oil. Much of his pain would be so 
accounted for ; but of all the men whom I have ever 
seen, Carlyle was the least patient of the common woes 
of humanity. Nature had. in fact, given him a con- 
BUtution of unusual strength. He saw his ailments 
through the lens of his imagination, so magnified by 
the metaphors in which he described them as to seem 
vO him to be something supernatural ; and if he was a 
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torment to himself, he distracted every one with whom 
he came in contact. He had been to Edinbiu'gh about 
the printing of ‘ Meister,’ and had slept in the lodgings 
which he had longed for at Kinnaird. ‘ There was one 
of those public guardians there,’ ^ he says in a letter, 
‘ whose throat I could have cut that night ; his voice 
was loud, hideous, and ear and soul piercing, resembling 
the voices of ten thousand gib cats all molten into one 
terrific peal.’ He had been given rooms in a separate 
house at Kinnaird for the sake of quiet. This did not 
content him either. When the winter came he com- 
plained of the cold. 

My bower (he siiid) is the most polite of bowers, refusing 
admittance to no wind that blows from any quarter of the 
shij)niate’s card. It is scarcely larger than your room at 
I^Iainhill ; yet has three windows, and of com'se, a door, all 
slirunk and craxy. The walls, too, are pierced wth many 
crevices, for the mansion has been built by Highland masons, 
apparently in a remote century. I pub on my gray duffle 
sitting jui>e. I bullp-ag the sluttish harlots of the place, and 
cause them to make fires that would melt a stithy. , . . 

Poor IMrs. Puller’s household management pleased 
him us little. 

Tliis blessed stomach I have lost all patience wth (he 
wrote to his brother Alexander). The want of health 
threatens to be tlie downdraught of all my lofty schemes. 
My heart is burnt with fury and indignation when I think 
of being enunped and shackled and tormented as never 
man till me was. ‘There is too much fire in my belly,’ as 
Ram Dass said, to permit iny dwindling into a paltry valetu- 
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dinarian. I must and will be fi*ccof these despicable fettcre, 
whatever may betide. ... I could almost set my house in 
order, and go and hang myself Like Judas. If I take any of 
their swine-meat pomdge, I sleep ; but a double portion of 
stupidity overwhelms me, and I awake very early in the 
moming \vith the sweet consciousness that another day of my 
precious, precious time is gone irrevocably, that I have been 
very miserable yesterday, and shall be very miserable to-day. 
It is clear to me that I can never recover or retain iny health 
under the economy of Mrs. Uuller. Nothing, therefore, 
remains for me but to leave it. This kind of life is next to 
absolute starvation, only slower in its agony. And if I had 
my health even moderately restored, I could e;im as much by 
my o\vn exertions. 

So it would be one day. The next, the pain would 
be gone, the sun would be shining again, and nothin" 
would remain but a twinge of remorse for the anxiety 
which his clamours might have caused. He apologised 
in a letter to his father with characteristic coolness. 


I often grieve for the uneasiness my complaining costs 
you and my dear mother, who is of feebler texture in that re- 
spect than you. Bub by this time slie must be beginning to 
undeistaud me ; to know that when I shout ‘ murder,* l\n) 
not always Iwing killed. The truth is, complaint is the; 
natural resource of uneasiness, and 1 have none that 1 care to 
complain to, but you. After all, however, I am not so 
miserable as you would think. My health is better than it 
was last year, but I have lost all jKitieiice with it ; and when- 
ever an, retrograde movement comes in view, I get quite 
desiderate in the matter ; being determined that I must get 
well— cost what it will. On days when moderately welb I 

VOL. L , . 
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fefil as happy as obhei's ; happier perhaps, for sweet is pleasure 
after pain. 

I have dwelt more fully on these aspects of Carlyle’s 
character than in themselves they deserve, because the 
imtability which he could not or would not try to 
control followed him through the greater part of his 
Life. It was no light matter to take charge of such a 
person, as Miss Welsh was beginning to contemplate 
the possibility of doing. Nor can we blame the anxiety 
with which her mother was now regarding the closeness 
of the correspondence between Carlyle and her daughter. 
Extreme as was the undesirableness of such a marriage 
in a worldly point of view, it is to Mrs. Welsh’s credit 
that inequality of social position was not the cause of 
her alarm, so much as the violence of temper which 
Carlyle could not restrain even before her. The fault, 
however, was of the surface merely, and Miss Welsh 
was not the only person who could see the essential 
quality of the nature which lay below. Mrs. Buller 
had suffered from Carlyle’s humours as keenly as 
anyone, except, perhaps, her poor ‘ sluttish harlots ; 
yet she was most anxious that he should remain with 
the family and have the exclusive training of her sons. 
They had been long enough at Kinnaird; their future 
pl:ins were unsettled. They thought of a house in 
Cornwall, of a house in London, of travelUng abroad, in 
iill of which arrangements they desired to include 
ijarlyle. At length it was settled — so far as Mrs. 
HuUer could settle anything— that they were to stay 
where they were till the end of January, and then go for 
the season to London. Carlyle was to remain behind 



211 


JOHN AND ALICJC CARLYLE, 

m Scotland tiU he had carried ‘ Meister * through the 
press. Irving had invited him to be his guest at any 
time in the spring which might suit him, and further 
plans could then be arranged. For the moment his 
mnd was token off from his own sorrows by the need 
of helping his brothers. His brother Alick 4s stortin<x 
in business as a farmer. Carlyle found him in money° 

of our father s house possess,* he said, ‘ I l4k on as 
common stimk, from which all are entitled to draw 

Toblertt requires it. Feelings far 

noWer than pride are my guides in such matters.’ 

He was already .s,ip].orting John Carlyle at college 

His “ "“''‘’"'■'■'■S but directing 4d advising! 

His counsels were i.hvays wise. As a son and brothS 

his conduct in all essentials was faultlessly admirable 

Here is a letter on the value of a profession. John it 

Thomas Carlyle to John Carlyle. 

which must be ® the whole of 

sonhv of K '• you peuetrate into the jihilo- 

science. Go on and prosper, my dear 

14 - -2 
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Jack ! Let not the difficulties repulse you, nor the little 
contentious of natural taste abate your ardour. To conquer 
our inclinations of whatever sort is a lesson which all men 
have to learn, and the man who learns it soonest will learn 
it easiest. This medicine your judgment says is to be use- 
ful to yon. Do you assail it and get the better of it, in 
spite of all other considei’ations. It is a noble thing to have 
a profession by the end : it makes a man independent of all 
mortals. He is richer than a lord, for no external change 
can destroy the possession which he has acquired for himself. 
Nor is there any weight in the feiirs you labour under about 
failing in more interesting {requisitions by your diligence in 
following after this. It appears to me that a man who is not 
born to some independency, if he means to devote himself to 
literature properly so called, even ought to study some pro- 
fession which as a first preliminary \7ill enable him to live. 
It is galling and heartburning to live on the precarious wind- 
falls of literature ; and the idea that one has not time for 
[iructising an honest calling is stiirk delusion. I could have 
studied throe professions in the time I have been forced, for 
want of one, to spend in strenuous idleness. I could practise 
the most laborious doctor’s occupation at this moment in less 
time than I am constrained to devote to toiling in that which 
cannot permanently profit, and serves only to make a scanty 
provision for the day that is passing over me : but I will 
preach no more, for you are a reasonable youth, Jack, and are 
already bout on pei'severing. 

The life at Kinnaird was running out. The last rocs 
were shot on the mountains, and the last visitors were 
drifting away. Carlyle too was longing to be gone, but 
the move was continually postponed. 

He wad need to have a lang ladle that sups with the 
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Deil (he said), and he wad need to have a lon*^ head 

that predicts the movements of aught depending on >Ire. 

Buller. . . . This accursed Schiller Ls not finished yet. 

Patience, patience ; or, rather, fortitude and action, for 

^tience will not do. ... It is impossible for anythin«- to 

be more stagnant and monotonous than our life here is. *^We 

are all verj’ agreeiible together, but there is no new’ topic 

among us ; and now, grouse shooting having failed, the good 

people are weary of their abode here. Two or three squires 

of the neighbourhood have looked in upon us of late but 

their minds are what Pump Sandy calls a ‘ vaiiccum,’ Nailer 

and nirt ivorking together have rendered them dull. We had 

the other night a Sir John something — I forget what 

perhaps Ogilvie, — * one of the numerous baronets of the a"e ’ 

as Arthur Buller described him. Tlmrtell being hamred fast 

week we grew duller than ever, till yesterday Mre." Puller 

turned ofT all the servants except two at one swoop. Tliis 

keeps up our heaits for the time. On the whole, however I 

have been happier than I usually was throughout the summer 

and autumn, ily health, I think, is little woise or better 

than it was ; but I have the prospect of speedy delivenincc, 

and my nnnd has been full, disagreeably so often, of this 
misei-ablc Schiller. 

lie was looking forward to London, though far from 
sharing the enthusiastic expectations which Irving had 
formed for him. Irving, it seems, had imagined that 
his friend had but to present himself before the great 
world to carry it by storm as he had himself done; and 
when they met in the autumn had told him so. 
Uirlyle was under no such illusion. 

We s^ke about this project of his and my share in it 
( e WTote), but could come to no conclusion. He figured 
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oQfc purposes of unspeakable profit to me. He seemed to 
think that, if set down in London streets, some strange 
development of genius would take place in me ; that by con- 
versing with Coleridge aud the Opium-eater I should find 
out new channels of speculation and soon learn to speak with 
tongues. There is but a very small degree of truth in all 
this. Of genius (bless the mark !) I never imagined in the 
most lofty humour that I possessed beyond the smallest 
possible fraction ; and this fraction, be it little or less, can 
only be turned to account by rigid and stern persevei’ance 
tlu'ough long years of labour, in London as any other spot in 
the universe. Unrelenting perseverance, stubborn effort, is 
the remedy. Help cometh not from the hills or valleys. 
My own poor arm, weak and shackled as it is, must work out 
my deliversince, or I am for ever captive and in bonds. 
Irvung said I had none to love or reverence in Scotland. 
Kind, simple Irving, I did not tell him of the hearts in 
Scotland I will love till my o^vn has ceased to feel, whose 
warm, pure and generous affection I would not exchange for 
the maudlin sympathy of all the peers and peeresses and 
prim saints and hypochondriacal old women of either sex in 
the creation. I told him that love concentered on a few 
objects, or a single one, was like a river flowing within its 
appointed banks, calm, clear, rejoicing in its course. Diffused 
over many, it was like that river spread abroad upon a 
province, stagnant, sliallow, cold and profitless. He puckered 
up his face into vai'ious furrowy peaks at this remark, and 
talked about the De\ril and univei'sal benevolence, reproving 
me mthal because I veiitiued to laugh at the pretensions of 
the Devil. 

The Bullers went at last. Carlyle returned to his 
lodgings at Edinburgh, finished his Schiller, and was 
busy translating the last chapters of ‘ Meister * while 
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the first were being printed. Miss Welsh came into 
the city to stay with a friend. They met and 
quarrelled. She tormented her lover till he flung out 
of the room, banging the door behind him. A note of 
penitence followed. * I declare,’ she said, ‘ I am very 
much of Mr. Kemp’s way of thinking, that certain 
persons are possessed of devils at the present time. 
Nothing short of a devil could have tempted me to 
torment you and myself as I did on that unblessed day.’ 
There was no engagement between them, and under 
existing circumstances there was to be none ; but she 
shared Irving’s conviction that Carlyle had but to be 
known to spring to fame and fortune; and his fortune, 
as soon as it was made, she was willing to promise to 
share with him. Strict secrecy was of course desired. 
Her mother and his mother were alone admitted to the 
great mystery ; but the « sorrows of Teufelsdrockh,’ 
bodily and mental, were forgotten for at least three 
months. 


To James Carlyle^ MainhiU. 

3 Rtoray Street : April 2. 1^24, 
dear Father*— I fcelthaakfol to learn thatjou are still 
in moderate health, having little to complain of except the 
wea^ess of increasing years, and being suppoited under the 
feeling of tliis by such comforts as it has b^n your care in 
life to lay up. To all men journeying through the wilderness 
of the world religion is an inexhaustible spring of nourishment 
and consolation ; the thorns and flinty places of our path be- 
come soft when we view them as leading to an everlasting 
city, where sorrow and sin shall be alike excluded. To a 
religious man, and to a mere worldling, the frailties oF age 
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speak in very different tones : to tlie last they are the 
judgment voice that warns him to an awful reckoning, a dark 
and dreaiy change ; to the first they are kind assurances of a 
father, that a place of rest is made ready where the weary 
shall find refreshment after all their toils. 

Judging from your years and past and present health, I 
expect that we shall yet be all spared together for a long, 
long season, shall live and sec good here below. Bat it 
gives me real pleasure to know that you have such approved 
resources against the woist that can befall. I often think of 
death, as all reasonable creatures must ; but with such 
prospects there is little in it to be feared. I have many a 
time felt that without the expectation of it life would be in 
its brightest station a burden too heavy to be borne. But 
these are topics too serious for this light handling. We are 
in the hands of an All-merciful Father. Let us live with 
hope in Tlim, and try to fill rightly the parts he has assigned 
us. Here is an anchor of the soul both sure and steadfast. 
By this let us abide, and vex oui'selves with no needless fear. 

.Jack, pour Jack ! I feel convinced is going to make a 
figure yet ; he inherits a good head and an honest heart from 
his parents, and no bad habit of any kind has perverted these 
invaluable gifts. Ilis only faults at present are his in- 
experience and the very excess of his good qualities. Our 
only subject of di.sagreement is the relative importance of 
worldly comforts and mental wealth. Jack decides, as a 
worthy fellow of twenty always will decide, that mere 
external rank and convenience are nothing ; the dignity of 
the mind is all in all. I argue as every reasonable man of 
twcntij-noht, that this is poetry in part, which a few years 
will mix pretty largely with prose. And there we differ and 
chop logic, an art for which Jack lias been famous from his 
very cradle. Sometimes I make free to settle him with your 
finisher, ‘Thou natural thou!’ But on the whole he is 
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petting more rational. His jolly presence has been of no 
small benefit to myself on many sad occasions. I have often 
absolutely wondered at the patience with which he has 
borne my black humours, when bad health and disturbance 
vexed me too much. He is certainly a prime honest * Lord 
^^oon,** with all his faults. 

Carlyle did not stay long in Edinburgh. He re- 
mained only till he had settled his business arrange- 
ments with Boyd, his publisher, and then went home 
to Mainhill to finish his translation of ‘ Meister ’ there. 
He was to receive 180^. on publication for the first 
edition. If a second edition was billed for, Boyd was 
to pay him 250Z. for a thousand copies, and after that 
tlie book was to be Carlyle’s own. ‘ Any way, 1 am 
paid sufficiently for ray labours,’ he said. ‘ Am I a 
genius ? I was intended for a horsedealer, rather.’ The 
sheets of ‘Meister’ were sent to Haddington as they 
were printed. Miss Welsh refused to be interested in 
it, and thought more of the money which Carlyle was 
making than of the great Goethe and his novel. Carlyle 
admitted that she had much to say for her opinion. 

There is not (he said), properly speaking, the smallest 
particle of historical inteivst in it except what is connected 
with Mignon, and her you cannot see fully till near the very 
end Meister himself is perhaps one of the greatest 
that ever was created by quill and ink. I am going to write 
a fierce preface disclaiming all concern with the literary or the 
moral merit of the work, grounding my claims to recomiK-nse 

• N’«me by which John Carlyle wont in the family from the breadth 
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or toleration on the fact that I have accurately copied a 
striking portrait of Goethe’s mind — the strangest, and in 
many points the greatest, now extant. What a work I 
Bushels of dust and straws and feathera, with here and there 
a diamond of the purest water. 


Carlyle was very happy at this time at Mainhill. 
He had found work that he could do, and had opened, 
as it seemed, successfully his literary career. The lady 
whom he had so long worshipped had given him hopes 
that his devotion might be rewarded. She had declined 
to find much beauty even in jMignon ; but she might 
say what she pleased now without disturbing him. 

To Miaa Welsh. 


Mainhill: April 15. 

So you laugh at my venerated Goethe and my Herzen's 
Kind poor little Mignon. Oh, the hardness of man’s, and 
still more of woman’s heart I If you were not lost to all 
true feeling your eyes would be a fountain of tears in the 
penising of ‘ ^leister.’ Have you really no pity for the 
hero, or the Count, or the Frau Melina, or Philina, or the 
Manager ? Well, it cannot be helped. I must not quan*el 
with you. Do what you like. Seriously, you are right 
about the book. It is worth next to notliing as a noveL 
Except Mignon, who will touch you yet perhaps, there is 
no pereon in it one has any care about. But for its wisdom, 
its eloquence, its wit, and even for its folly and its dullness, 
it interests me much, far more the second time of reading 
than it did the firet. I have not got as many ideas from 
any book for six yeare. You will like Goethe better ten 
yeara hence than you do at present. It is pity the man 
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were not known among us. The English have bcg^n to 
speak about him of late years, but no light has yet been 
thrown uj>on him ; * no light but only darkness visible/ The 
syllables Goethe excite an idea as vague and monstrous as 
the words Gorgon or Chimera. 

It would do you good to see with what regularity I pro- 
gi'ess in tmnslating. Clockwork is scarcely stwidier. No- 
thing do I allow to interfere with me. My movements 
niight be almost calculated like the moon’s. It is not un- 
pleasant work, nor is it pleasant. Original composition Ls 
ten times as laborious. It is an agitating, fiery, consuming 
business, when your heart is in it. I can easily conceive a 
man writing the soul out of him — writing till it evaporate 
like the snutT of a farthing candle when the matter intcrasts 
him propwrly. I always recoil from again engaging with it. 
But this present business is cool and quiet. One feels over 
it as a shoemaker does when he sees the leather gathering 
into a shoe — as any mortal does when he sees the activity of 
his mind expressing itself in some extenial material shajHj. 
You are facetious about my mine of gold. It has often struck 
me as the most accursed item in men’s lot that they had to 
toil for filthy lucre ; but I am not sure now that it is not the 
ill-best way it could have been arranged. Me it would make 
happy at Ie;ist for half a year, if I saw the certain pros|H,‘ct 
before me of making 500/. per annum. A piimpered Lord — 
e.ff. Byron would turn with -loathing from a pyramid of 
ingots. I mai/ be blessed in this way : he never. Let us 
be content. 

It would edify you much to see my way of life here— how 
I WTitc and ride and delve in the garth and muse on tilings 
new and old. On the whole I am moderately happy. There 
is rough sulistantial plenty here. For me there is heartfelt 

kindness in the breast of every living thing, from the cur 
that vaults like a kangaroo whenever he jierceives me, and 
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the pony that prances when he gets me on his back, np tc 
the sovereign heads of the establishment. Better is a 
^nner of herbs with peace, than a stalled ox with contention. 
B^ter IS affection in the smoke of a turf cottage than in- 
difference amidst the tapestries of palaces. 

I am often very calm and quiet. I delight to see these 
old mountains lying in the clear sleep of twilight, stirless as 
death, pure as disembodied spirits, or floating like cmnilean 
islands, while the white vapours of the morning have hidden 
all the lower earth. 

They are my own mountains. Skiddaw and Helvellyn, 
with their snowy cowls among their thousand azure brethren, 
are more to me than St. Gothard and Mont Blanc. Hartfell 
and Whitecomb luise theii- bald and everlasting heads into 
my native sky, and far beyond them, as I often picture, are 
Jane and her mother, sometimes thinking of me, cheerino- 
this dull earth for me with a distant spot of life and kindli° 
ness. , . . But, bless me I the sweet youth is gTo\ving quite 
poetical. C'est assez. 


In this mood Carlyle heard of the end of Ivord Byron. 
He had spoken slightingly of Byron in his last letter; 
he often spoke in the same tone in his own later years; 
but he allowed no one else to take the same liberties. 
Perhaps in his heart he felt at fourscore much what he 
wrote when the news came from Missolonghi. Both he 
and Miss Welsh were equally affected. She wrote ‘ I 
was told it all alone in a room full of people. If they 
had said the sun or the moon was gone out of the 
heavens, it could not have struck me with the idea of 
a more awful and dreary blank in the creation than the 
words, “ Byron is dead.” ’ 
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Carlyle answered — 

Poor Byron ! alas, poor Byron 1 the news of his dejith 
came upon iny heart like a mass of le;id ; and yet, the thought 
of it sends a painful twinge through ail my bein'’-, as if 
I had lost a brother. Oh God ! that so many souls of mud 
and clay should fill up their base existence to its utmost 
bound; and this the noblest spirit in Europe should sink 
before half his course was run. Late so full of fire and 
generous iKission and proud purposes ; and now for ever 
dumb and cold. Poor Bjtoii ! and but a young man, still 
struggling amidst the perplexities and sorrows and aberi-a- 
tioiis of a mind not arrived at maturity, or settled in its 
projxir place in life. Had he been spared to the age of three- 
score and ten, what might he not have done 1 what might 
he not have been ! But we shall hear his voice no inoi-e.* I 
dreamed of seeing him and knowing him ; but the curUin of 
everlasting night has hid him from our eyes. We shall go 
to him ; he shall not return to us. Adieu. There is°a 

blank in your heart aud a blank in mine since this inun 
passed away. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

^T. 29. A.D. 1834- 

The time for Carlyle’s departure for London had now 
arrived. A letter came from Mrs. Buller begging his 
immediate presence. ‘ Meister ’ was finished and paid 
for. A presentation copy was secured for Mainhill, and 
there was no more reason for delay. The expedition 
was an epoch in Carlyle’s life. There was, perhaps, no 
one of his age in Scotland or England who knew so 
much and had seen so little. He had read enormously 
— history, poetry, philosophy; the whole range of 
modern literature — French, German, and English — was 
more familiar to him, perhaps, than to any man living 
of his own age ; while the digestive power by which 
/ all this spiritual food had been assimilated and converted 
into intellectual tissue was equally astonishing. And 
yet all this time he had never seen any town larger 
than Glasgow, or any cultivated society beyond what 
he had fallen in with at occasional dinners with 
Brewster, or with the Bullers at Kinnaird. London 
had hovered before him rather as a place of doubtful 
possibilities than of definite hope. The sanguine Irving 
would have persuaded him that it would open its arms 
to a new man of genius. Carlyle knew better. He 
had measured his own capabilities. He was painfully 
aware that they were not of the sort which would win 
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easy recognition, and that if he made his way at all it 
would be slowly, and after desperate and prolonged 
exertion. He would never go to bed unknown and 
wake to find himself famous. His own disposition was 
rather towards some quiet place in Scotland, where with 
fresh air and plain food he could possess his soul in 
peace and work undisturbed and unconfused. Still 
London was to be seen and measured. He was to go 
by sea from Leith, and for the first week or two after 
his arrival he was to be Irving’s guest at Pentonville. 
A few happy days were spent at Haddington, and on 
Sunday morning, June 6, he sailed— sailed literally. 
Steamers had begun to run, but were not yet popular; 
/ and the old yacht, safe if tedious, was still the usual 
mode of transit for ordinary travellers. His fellow- 
passengers were— a Sir David Innes, a Captain Smith 
fiom Linlithgow; a jM. Dubois, land-steward to I.ord 
Bute; and two ladies who never left their cabins. 
This is Carlyle’s account of his voyage. 

To MUs Wthh. 

I had the most melancholy sail to London. Cross \Wnds, 
storms, and, what was ten times woree, dead calms, and the 
stupidest society in nature. Sir David Innes, if, indeed, he be 
a knight of flesh and blood, and not a mere shadowy personifi- 
cation of dullness, snored assiduously beside me all ni"ht,and 
talked the most polite ineptitudes all day. lie had*a lan^e 
long ht^id like a sepulchral urn. His face, pock-pitted, hii^irto 
and bristly, was at once vast and hatchet-shaped. He stood 
f^or many hours together with his left hand laid upon the 
boat on the middle of the deck, and the thumb of his ri-dib 
hand stuck firmly with its point on the hip joint ; liis lar<^e 
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blue and rheumy eyes gazing on vacancy, the very image of 
thicklipped misery. Captain Smith was of quite an opposite 
species, brisk, lean, whisking, smart of speech, and quick 
in bo^ving ; but if possible still more inane than Dullness . . . . 
These two, Dullness and Inanity, contrived to tell me in the 
couise of the voyage nearly all the truisms which natural and 
moml science have yet enriched the world withal. They 
demonstrated to me that sea-sickness was painful, that sea- 
captains ought to be expert, that London was a great city, 
that the Turks cat opium, that the Irish were discontented, 
that brandy would intoxicate. Ob, I thought I should have 
given up the ghost ! M. Dubois, a Strasburger, Lord 
Lute’s factotum, with his flageolet, his ‘ Vaillant Troubadour,’ 
and his ‘ Es hatt' eiu Bauer ein schones Weib,’ alone con- 
tributed to save me. I laughed at him every day about an 
hour. On Sunday do you suppose I was very gay I The 
Bass was standing in sight all day, and I recollected where 
the Sunday before I had been sitting beside you in peace and 
quietness at home ! But time and hours wear out the 
roughest day. Next Friday at noon we were winding slowly 
through the foi'cst of masts in the Thames up to our station 
at Tower “WTiarf. The giant bustle, the coalheavei*s, the 
bargemen, the black buildings, the ten thousand times ten 
thousand soimds and movements of that monstrous harbour 
formed the grandest object I hud ever witnessed. One man 
seems a drop in the ocean : you feel annihilated in the 
immensity of that heart of all the earth. 


Carlyle has described in his ‘Reminiscences* his 
arrival in London, his reception in Irving’s house, and 
his various adventures during his English visit. When 
witten evidence rises before us of what we said and 
did in early life, we find generally that memory has 
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played false to us, and has so shaped and altered past 
scenes that our actions have become legendary even to 
ourselves. Goethe called his autobiography ‘ Wahrheit 
und Dichtung,’ being aware that facts stand in our 
recollection as trees, houses, mountains, rivers stand in 
the landscape ; that lights and shadows change their 
places between sunrise and sunset, and that the objects 
are grouped into new combinations as the point of vision 
alters. But none of these involuntary freaks of memory 
can be traced in Carlyle’s ‘ Reminiscences.* After two 
and forty years the scenes and persons which he 
describes remain as if photogiaphed precisely as they 
are to be found in his contemj)orary letters. Nothin*^ 
is changed. The images stand as they were first 
printed, the judgments are unnio<lified, and are often 
repeated in the same words. His inatined and 
epitomised narrative may thus be trusted as an entirely 
authentic record of the scenes which are recorded at 
fuller length in the accounts which he sent at the time 
to his family and friends. With Irving he was better 
pleased than he expected. Uneasiness Carlyle had felt 
about inm-never, indeed, that the simplicity and 
truth of Hving’s disposition could be impaired or 
temished, but that he might be misled and confuted 
by the surroundings in which he was to find him. 
The orator, he wrote, ‘ is mended since I saw him at 
Dunkeld. He begins to see that his honours are not 
supernat^l, and his honest, practical warmth of heai-t 

He^fva? tb character.* 
He was thrown at once into Irving’s circle, and made 

acquaintance with v.irious persons whom he had 

previously heard celebrated. Mrs. Strachey, Airs 

la 

16 
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Buller's sister, he admired the most. Her husband, 
too, he met and liked, and her niece, Miss Kirkpatrick. 
To Miss Welsh he wrote a few days after his arrival 

I have seen some notable characters. Mrs. Montagu* 
(do not tremble) is a stately matron, with a quick intellect 
and a taste for exciting sentiments, which two qualities, by 
dint of much management in a longish life, she has elaborated 
into the materials of a showy, tasteful, deaisighted, rigid, 
and I fancy, cold manner of existence, intended rather for 
itself and being looked at than for being used to any useful 
pmpose in the service of others. She loves and admires the 
Orator beyond all others : me she seems to like better than I 
like her. I have also seen and scraped acquaintance with 
Procter — Barry Cornwall. He is a slender, rough-faced, 
palish, gentle, languid-looking man, of three or four and 
thirty. There is a dreamy mildness in his eye ; he is kind 
and good in his mannei'S, and 1 understand in his conduct. 
He is a poet by the ear and the fancy, but his heart and 
intellect are not strong. He is a small poet. I am also a 
niiscent friend of Allan Cunningham’s — my most dear, modest, 
kind, good-humoured Allan. He has his Annandale accent 
as faithfully as if he had never crossed the border. He 
seems not to know that he is anything beyond a reading 
mason. Yet I will send you his books and tell you of him, 
and you will find him a genuis of no common make. I have 
also seen Thomas Campbell. Him I like woret of all. He 
is heartless as a little Edinburgh advocate. There is a smirk 
on his face which would befit a shopman or an auctioneer. 
His very eye has the cold vivacity of a conceited worldling, 

' Mrs. Basil Montagu, of whom there is a full account in the 
Ticminifiiencea, called by Irving ‘ the noble lady,' and already known 
through Irving’s letters to Miss Welsh. 
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His talk is small, contemptuous, and shallow. The blue frock 

and trousers, the eye-glass, the wig, the very fashion of his 

bow, proclaim the literary dandy. His wife has blacJr eyes, a 

fair skin, a symmetrical but vuJitar face ; and she speaks wit h 

that accursed Celtic accent— a twang which 1 never yet heard 

associated with any manly or profitable thought or sentiment 

which to me is but the symbol of Highland vanity and filth 

and famine. ‘ Good heavens I ’ cried I, on coming out, ‘ does 

literature lead to this ? Shall I, too, by my utmost efforts 

r^lise notWng but a stupid Gaelic wife, with the pitiful 

gift of making verses, and affections cold as those of a tinker’s 

cuddle, with nothing to love but my own paltry self and 

what Mongs to it ? ily proudest feelings rivalled, snr- 

^ssed by Lord Petersham and the whole population of Bond 

Street ? God forbid ! Let me be poor and wretched if it 

must be so. but uever, never let the holy feeling of affection 

leave me. Break my heart a hundred times, but never let 

It be Its own gmve ! ’ The as|)ect of that man jarred the 

music of my mind for a whole day. He promised to invite 

me to his first • literary iUjeuner.' Curiosity attracts, dis<rust 

repels. I know not which will be stronger when the day 

arrives. Perhaps I am hasty about Campbell. Perhaps I 

am too severe. He was my earliest favourite. T hoped to 

have found him different. Of Coleridge and all the other 

oiipnals I will not say a word at present. You are saterl 
and more. 


Coleridge naturally was an object of more than 
curiosity He was then at the height of his fame- 
poet metaphysician, theologian, accomplished, or sup- 
posed to be accomplished, in the arts in which Girlyle 
was most anxious to ezcel. Carlyle himself had formed 
a high If not the highest opinion of the merits of 

15—2 
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Coleridge, vrho -was now sitting up at Highgate re- 
ceiving the homage of the intellectual world, and 
pouring out floods of eloquence on all who came to 
worship in a befitting state of mind. The befitting 
state was not universal even in those who sincerely 
loved the great man. Leigh Hunt and Lamb had sate 
one night in the Highgate drawing-room for long hours 
listening to the oracle discoursing upon the Logos. 
Hunt, as they stood leaning over a stile in the moon- 
light, on their way home, said, ‘ How strange that a man 
of such indisputable genius should talk such nonsense ! ’ 
‘Why, you see,* said Lamb, stammering, ‘ C-c-coleridge 
has so much f-f-fun in him.* The finished portniit of 
Coleridge is found in Carlyle’s ‘ Life of Sterling.* The 
original sketch is a letter of the 24th of June to his 
brother John. 

I have seen many curiosities ; not the least of them 1 
reckon Coleridge, the Kantian metaj^liysician and quondam 
Lake poet. I will tell you all about our interview when we 
meet. Figure a fat, flabby, incurvated jxji'sonage, at once 
short, rotifnd, and relaxed, with a watciy mouth, a snuffy 
nose, a pair of strange brown, timid, yet earnest-looking 
eyes, a higli tapering brow, and a great bush of grey liair ; 
and you have sonic faint idea of Coleridge. He is a kind 
good soul, full of religion and affection and poetry and ani- 
mal magnetism. His cardinal sin is that he wants tvill. 
He has no resolution. He shrinks from pain or labour in 
any of its shapes. His very attitude bespeaks this. He 
never straightens his knee-joints. He stoops with his fat, 
ill-sha]>en shoulders, and in walking he docs not tread, but 
shovel and slide. My father would call it * skluiffing.* He 
is also always busied to keep, by strong and frequent inhala- 
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cions, the water of his mouth from overflowing, and his eyes 
have a look of anxious impotence. He loould do with all 
his heart, but he knows he dares not. The convei-sation of 
the man is much as I anticipated— a forest of thoughts, 
some true, many false, more pait dubious, all of them inge^ 
nious in some degree, often in a high degree. But there 
IS no method in his talk : he wandeis like a man sailincr 
among many curients, whithemoever his lazy mind directs 
him ; and, what is more unpleasant, he preaches, or rather 
soliloquises. He cannot sjieak, he can only tal-k (so he 
names it). Hence I found him unprofitable, even tedious • 
but we i>arted very good friends, I promising to go back and 
sec him some evening — a promise which I fully intend to 
keep. I 8<mt him a copy of ‘ Mcister,’ about which we had 
some friendly talk. I reckon him a man of great and useless 
: H strange, not at all a great iiiaiu 


_ Mhile Carlyle was studying the leaders of literature 
in London with such inditierent satisfaction, the family 
at .Maiuhill were busy over his own first book. Never 
had Goethe’s novel found its way into a stranger circle 
than thi.s rugged, unlettered Calvinist household. But 
they h-id all strong natural understandings. Youn.r 
and old alike read it, and in their way appreciated it" 

the mother most of ail. 


John Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle. 

Ynn rw.r.u » J Miliiihill: Jane 24. 

You did well to send our father the neckerchief ami 

tob^icco with the spluichan, for he was highly pleaseJ at 

w II "t 1 k'-’T- says, Lits very 

well, though she has no particular need of one at preseu7 

She bids me tell you she can never re,iay you for the kindl 
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ness you have all along shown her, and then she has advices 
about religion to give you, the best of gifts in her estimation 
that she has to offer. She is sitting here as if under some 
charm, reading ‘Meister,’ and has nearly got through the 
second volume. Though we are often repeating honest Hall 
Foster’s denouncement against readeis of ‘ novels,* she still 
continues to persevere. She does not relish the character of 
the women, and especially of Piiilina : ‘ They are so wanton.* 
She cannot well tell what it is that interests her. I defer 
till the next time I write to give a full account of the 
impression it has made upon us all, for we have not got it 
fairly studied yet. We are unanimous in thinking it should 
succeed. 

The Bullers were still uncertain about their future 
movements. One day they were to take a house at 
Boulogne, the next to settle in Cornwall, the next to 
remain in London, and send Carlyle with the boys into 
the country. As a temporary measure, ten days after 
his arrival he and Charles found themselves located in 
lodgings at Kew Green, which Carlyle soon grew 
weary of and Charles Buller bated \ while Carlyle, 
though he appreciated, and at times even admired, 
Mrs. BuileFs fine qualities, was not of a temper to 
submit to a woman’s caprices. 

To John Carlvle, 


Kew Green : June 24, iSlU. 

The Bullers are essentially a cold race of people. They 
live in the midst of fashion and external show. They love no 
living creature. Our connection, therefore, has to sit a little 
loosely. I attach no portion of my hopes or thoughts of affee- 
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tic.n towards them ; thej none to me. Nevertheless, I have 
engaged to go with them whithersoever they list for the next 
thive months. After that, with regard to the France project, 
I s^U pimse before deciding. Indeed, so fitful and weather- 
cock-like in their proceedings are they, that it is vcir 
possible the whole scheme of Boulogne-sur-Mer may be 
abandoned long before the time for trying it comes round. 
M(^nwhile, Mrs. 13. has settled ns here for a fortnight onhj 
in lodgings, and we have begun our studies. It is a pleasant 
^lage. We are within a bowshot of a Royal Palace, close 
by the south bank of the Thames, about six miles to the 
westward of London. A village here is not what it is with 
you. Here it is a quantity of houses scattered over a whole 
parish, each cluster connected with the rest by lanes of trees 
with meadows and beautiful greens interepersed. sometimes 
I^nds and lakes and hedges of roses, and commons with 
sheep and cuddies grazing on them. Many of the houses 
belong to rich ixiople, and the whole has a very smart and 
pleasing air. .^uch is the village of Kew, esix..cially the 
Green, the part of it which lies on the south side of the 
nver, connected by the bridge with Kew proper. We form 
part of the periphery of an irregular square, measuring, per- 
ha^, two furlongs in diagonal, intereected witli one lar-ro 
and many foot roads, and into portions by thick, low, painted 
wo^en paling with breaks in it to admit the freest Egress 
and egr^. The parish church, with its cluster of g^v^ 
stones, stands a little to the right of our windows. B^ond 
It the north-west corner of the square is occupied by the 
Palace and the ban-acks of soldieis. This, vrith the many 
barges and Iightera of the river, and the shady woods and 
green places all around, makes the place very pivtty What 
^ better, our lodging seems to be Oery res|LLlhf' I ha^e 
a good clean, quiet bed, and the landlady, Mra. Pa-e and 
her pietty granddaughter (sweet Anne Page), almost 'become 
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as dead women every time we speak to them, so reverential 
are they and so prompt to help. 

IMrs. Page was unlike the dames who had driven 
Carlyle so distracted in Edinburgh, and the contrast 
between the respectful mannere of English people and 
the hard familiarity of his countrywomen struck him 
agreeably. Time and progress have done their work 
whether for good or evil, and it would at present be 
difficult to find reverential landladies either at Kew 
Green or anywhere in the British dominions; Kew 
Green has become vulgarised, and the grace has gone 
from it; the main points of the locality can be re- 
cognised from Carlyle’s picture, but cockneys and 
cockney taste are now in possession. The suburban 
sojourn came to an early end, and with it Carlyle’s 
relations with Mr. Buller and his family. He describes 
the close of the connection in words which did not 
express his deliberate feeling. He knew that he owed 
much to Mrs. Bulleris kindness; and her own and Mr. 
Buller’s regard for him survived in the form of strong 
friendship to the end of their lives. But he was 
irritated at the abruptness with which he conceived 
that he had been treated. He was proud and thin- 
skinned. His next letter is dated from Irving’s house 
at Pentonville, which was again immediately opened to 
him, and contains the history of the Buller break up, 
and of a new acquaintance which was about to take 
him to Birmingham. 

4 MyddeltOD Terrace, Pentonville : Jnly 6, 1834. 

My dear Mother, — I suppose you are not expecting to 
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hear from me so soon again, and still less to hear the news 1 
have got to tell you. The last letter was dated from Kew 
Green ; there will be no more of mine dated thence. Last 
time I was complaining of the irresolute and foolish fluctua- 
tions of the Buliers : I shall never more have reason to com- 
plain of them and their proceedings. I am now free of them 
for ever and a day. I mentioned the correspondence which 
had Uken place between ‘ the fair Titania * (as the Calcutta 
newspjiiKjrs called her) and myself on the subject of her 
hopeful son, and how it wjis arranged that we should live 
together till October, and then see about proceeding to 
Boulogne, in Fmnce, or else abandoning our present eugage- 
ment altogether. The shifting and trotting about wldch 
she managixl with so total a disregard to my feelings, joined 
to the cold and selfish style of the lady’s general proceedings, 
hud a good deal disjifTected me ; and when, in addition to all 
this, T refiected that nothing permanent could result from 
my engagement with them, and considered the horrid wcari- 
np.<« of Itcing in seclusion from all sense and seriousness, in 
the midst of sickness on iny o^vn part, mingled with frivolous 
and heartless dissipation on theire, I had weU nigh silently 
determined not to go to Boulogne, or even to stay with the 
people though they remained in England. My determina- 
tion was called for sooner than I had anticij>ated. After a 
week spent at Kew in the most entire tedium, by which my 
health had began to deteriorate rapidly, but which I deter- 
mined to undergo without repining till October, Mre. Buller 
writes me a letter signifying that they must know directly 
whether I would go with them to Prance or not ; that if I 
could not, the boy might be sent to prei>ai*e for Cambridge ; 
and that if I could, we must instantly decamp for Roysron, 
a place in Hertfordshire about fifty miles off. I replied that 
the expected time for deciding was not yet arrived, but that 
if they required an immediate decision^ of cours^j there 



234 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARL YLE. 


was nothing for it but to count on my declining the offer. 
Next day we met in town by appointment ; there seemed 
to be the best undei-standing in the world betwixt us ; it 
was agreed that I should quit them — ^an an'angement not a 
little grievous to old Buller and his son, but no wise grievous 
to his wife, one of whose whims was Cambridge Univeisity, 
in which whim, so long as she persists, she //ill be ready to 
stake her whole soul on the fulfilment of it. Buller offered 
me twenty pounds for my trouble. With an excess of gene- 
rosity which I am not quite reconciled to since I thought of 
it maturely, I pronounced it to be too much, and accepted 
of ten. The old gentleman and I shook hands with diy 
eyes. Mrs. Buller gave me one of those ‘ Good mornings * 
with which fashionable people think it right to part with 
friends and foes alike. Charlie was in a passion of sadness 
and anger, to be forgotten utterly in three hours, and I went 
my way and they saw me no more. Such is my conclusion 
with the Bullera. I feel glad that I have done with them ; 
their family was ruining my mind and body. I was selling 
the vciy quintessence of my spirit for 200?. a year. Twelve 
months spent at Boulogne in the midst of drivelling and dis- 
comfort would have added little to my stock of cash, and 
fearfully diminished my remnant of spirits, health, and affec- 
tion. The world must be fronted some time, soon as good 
as st/ne ! Adieu, therefore, to ancient dames of quality, 
that flaunting, painting, patching, nervous, vapourish, jig- 
ging, skimming, scolding race of mortals.* Their clothes 
arc bilk, their mannei-s courtly, their hearts arc kipper. 

I have left the Bulleis twelve monblis sooner than they 
would have parted witli me had I liked. I am glad that we 
have parted in friciidship ; very glad that we are parted at 

* Poor Mrs- Buller ! a year back ‘one of the most fascinatiDg women 
ho had evor met-’ Sho was about forty, and probably hud never 
flaunted, painted, or patched io her Ufa. 
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all. She invited me to a rout (a -?mnd, fashionable affair) 
next rught. I did not go a foot length. I want to have no 
further trade with her or hers at leirsb except in the way of 
cold civility ; for as to what affection means I do not believe 
there is one of them that even guesses what it means. Her 
sister, indeed (Mrs. Strachey),» likes me ; but she is as oppo- 
Site as day from night, 

Thus you see, my dear mother, I am as it were once more 
upon the waters. I got my tninks hither last night, after 
having kept them just one week at Kew, and psiid fourteen 
shdlm^ for the trip to and fro. So much for having a 
Bpmted commander like Titania. I am settled with Irvine 
who presses me to stay with him all winter. That I cer- 
tainly will not do, though I honour the kindness that prompts 
even mvitation of this sort. Irving and I are crrown 
very intimate again, and have had great talking matches 
about many things. He speaks in glorious language of the 

wonderful things I am to accomplish here, but my own views 
are much more moderate. 

Meanwhile let me assure you that 1 have not been so 
happy for a long while. I am at no loss for plans of pro- 
ceeding nor IS the future ovei-cast before me with any hiivy 
clouds that I should feel or fear, f am ouce more uL ; m. d 

livTuir in' rh'" '"deed if I cannot find an honest 

hving m the exereise of my faculties, independently of 

avour from anyone. My movements for a while mns^ be 

mther desultory. My lirst is to he ^„.^hward. Amon ‘the 

ntnd of Irvings, a graduate in medicine, though his 
business is in chemical niaiiiifactures in JJirmingham.^wlKie 

Strachey, a sister of Mrs. Bulier ■ but Vhe r '» 

religious and affeclion..to wh.le'tho mb i T ■•'"d 

bcartless. She and I will be sworn frieujs by 
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I understand he is rapidly realising a fortune. This man, 
one of the most sensible, clear-headed persons I have ever 
met with, seems also one of the kindest. After going abont 
for a day or two talking about pictures and stomach disorders, 
in the cure of which he is famous, and from which he once 
suffered four years of torment in peison, what does the man 
do but propose that I should go up to Birmingham and live 
for a month with him, that he might find out the make of 
me and prescribe for my unfortunate inner man. I have 
consented to go with him. I undeistand he keeps horses, 
&c., and is really the frank hospitable fellow he seems. Of 
his skill in medicine I augur favomubly from his general 
talent, and from the utter contempt in which he holds all 
sorts of diTJgs as applied to persons in my situation. Regi- 
men and exercise are his specifics, assisted by as little gentlest 
medicine as possible ; on the whole I think I never had such 
A chance for the nicoveiy of hcjvlth. I intend to set off in 
about a week. Tiiore is a fine coach that starts from our 
very door, and carries one up between seven in the morning 
and seven at night for one guinea. I am going to take 
books and read and ride and stroll about Binninghatn, and 
employ or amuse myself a.s seemeth best. Sometimes I think 
of beginning another translation, sometimes of setting about 
some original work. ‘ Meister,* I understand, is doing ver^ 
well. Jack tells me you are reading ‘Meister.’ This sur- 
prises me. If I did not recollect your love for me, I should 
not be able to account for IL 
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CnAPTER XIV. 

A.D. 1824. S . 1 . 29. ' 


Carlyle was now once more his own master, adrift 
from all engagements which made his time the proiierty 
of others, and without means or prospect of support 
save what his pen could earn for him. Miss Welsh had 
expected with too sanguine ignorance that when his 
first writings had introduced him to the world, the 
world would rush forward to his assistance; that he 
would be seized upon for some public employment, or 
at worst would be encouraged by a sinecure. The 
world IS in no such haste to recognise a man of original 
genius. Unle-«s he runs with the stream, or with some 
one of the popular currents, every man’s hand is at 
first against him. Rivals challenge his pretensions; 
his talents are denied; his aims are ridiculed; he is 
tried in the furnace of criticism, and it is well that it 
should be so. A man does not know himself what is in 
him till he has boon tested; far less can others know; 
and the metal which glitters most on the outside most 
often ti^s out to be but pinchbeck. A longer and 
more bitter apprenticeship lay before Carlyle than even 
he, little sanguine as he was, might at this time have 
anticipated. His papers on Schiller had been weU 
received and were to be collected into a volume; a 
contemptuous review of *Meister’ by De Quincey 
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appeared in the ‘ Ix>ndon Magazine,’ but the early sale 
was rapid. He had been well paid for the first speci- 
mens of jewels which he had brought out of the 
German mines. An endless vein remained unwrought, 
and the field was for the present his own. Thus he 
^yent doNvn to Birmingham to his friend with a light 
heart, anxious chiefly about his health, and convinced 
that if he could mend his digestion, all else would be 
easy for him. Birmingham with its fiery furnaces and 
fiery politics was a new scene to him, and was like the 
opening of a fresh volume of human life. He has 
given so full a history of his experiences when he was 
Mr. Badams’ guest that there is no occasion to dwell 
upon it. The visit lasted two months instead of one. 
His first impression of the place, as he described it in 
a letter to his brother, is worth preserving as a speci- 
men of his powers of minute word-painting, and as a 
description of what Birmingham was sixty years ago. 

To John Carlyle, 

Birmingham : Aogwst 10, 1824. 

Birmingham I have now tried for a reasonable time, and 
I cannot complain of being tired of it. As a town it is piti- 
ful enough — a mean congeries of bricks, including scarcely 
one or two large capitalists, some hundreds of minor ones, 
and, perhaps, a hundred and twenty thousjind sooty artisans 
in metals and chemical produce. The streets are ill-builn, 
ill-paved, always flimsy in their aspect — often poor, some- 
times misomble. Not above one or two of them are paved 
with flagstones at the sides ; and to walk upon the little egg- 
shaped, slippery flints that supply tlicir places is something 
like a penance. Yet withal it is interesting from some of 
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the commons or lanes that spot or intersect the ^en, woody, 
undulating environs to view this city of Tubal Cain. Torrents 
of thick smoke, with ever and anon a bui-st of dingy flame, 
are issuing from a thousand funnels. * A thousand hammers 
fall by turns on the red son of the furnace.’ You hear the 
clank of innumerable steam-engines, the rumbling of cars 
and vans, and the hum of men interrupted by the sharper 
rattle of some canal-boat loading or disloading ; or, perhaps, 
some fierce explosion when the cannon founders are provi^ 
their new-made ware. I have seen their rolling-mills, their 
polishing of teapots, and buttons, and gun-barrels, and fire- 
shovels, and swords, and all manner of toys and tackle. I 
have looked into their iron works where 150,000 men arc 
smelting the metal in a district a few miles to the north ; 
their coal-mines, fit image of Avermis ; their tubs and vats 
as large as country churches, fuU of cop|)eras and aqua fortis 
and oil of vitriol ; and the whole is not without its attnic- 
tions, as well as repulsions, of which, when we meet I will 
preach to you at large. 

IT Carlyle’s heart was in Scotland, at 

Haddington— and less at HaddingUm than atiMainhill. 
The strongest personal passion which he experienced 
through ail his life was his affection for his mother. 
She was proud and wilful, as he. He had s.nt her. or 
offered her, more presents, and she had been angry with 

hiin. She had not been well, and she was impatient of 
doctors regulations. * 


To Mra. Carlyle, MainhilL 

■t ^ . Birm>ngh>tm : AujjiLst 29. 1«'>4 

Of lifT U*" in your diet and mode 

of life which might be of service to you, who I know too 
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well have much to suffer on your own part, though your 
affection rendei’s you so exclusively anxious about me. You 
wll say you cannot be fashed. Oh, my dear mother, if you 
did but think of what value your health and comfort are to 
us all, you would never talk so. Are we not all bound to you, 
by sacred and indissoluble ties ? Am I not so bound more 
than any other ? Who was it that nui'sed me and watched 
me in frowardness and sickness from the earliest dawn of 
my existence to this hour ? — My mother. WTio is it that 
has struggled for me in pain and sorrow with uudespairing 
diligence, that has for me been up early and doAvn late, 
caring for me, labouring for me, unweariedly assisting me ? 
— My mother. Who is the one that never shrunk from me 
in my desolation, that never tired of my despondencies, or 
shut up by a look or tone of impatience the expression of 
ray real or imaginary griefs ? Who is it that loves me and 
will love me for ever with an affection wliich no chance, no 
misery, no crime of mine can do away ? — It is you, my 
mother. As the greatest favour that I can beg of you, let 
me, now that I have in some degree the power, be of some 
assistance in promoting your comfort. It were one of the 
achievements which I could look back upon with most satis* 
faction from all the stages of my earthly pilgrimage, if I could 
make you happier. Are we not all of us animated by a 
similar love to you ? Why then will you spare any trouble, 
any cost, in what is valuable beyond aught earthly to every 
one of us F 


Eight weeks were passed with Badams, without, 
however, the advantage to Carlyle’s health which he 
had looked for. There had been daily rides into the 
country, visits to all manner of interesting places— 
Hadley, Warwick, and Kenilworth. The society had 
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been interesting, and Badams himself all that was kind 
and considerate. But the contempt of * drugs * which 
he had professed in London had been rather theoretic 
than practical ; and the doses which had been adminis- 
tered perhaps of themselves accounted for the failure of 
other remedies. At the beginning of September an 
invitation came to Carlyle to join the Stracheys at 
Dover. The Irvings were to be of the party. Irving 
needed rest from his preaching. Mrs. Irving had been 
confined and had been recommended sea air for herself 
and her baby. The Stracheys and :\Iiss Kirkpatrick 
had taken a house at Dover; the Irvings had locl<Tings 
of their own, but were to live %vith their friends, and 
Girlylewas to be included in the party. Mrs. Strachev 
was a very interesting person to him, stiU beautiful, 
younger than Mrs. Buller, and a remarkable contrast to 
her Mr. Buller was a sort of heathen ; Mrs. Strachev 

^rlyle told his mother, ‘ as pure gold is to gilt eopper’- 
she IS an earnest, determined, warm-hearted, religtous 
matron, while the other is but a fluttering patroness, of 
routs and operas.’ An invitation to stay i^th her had 

^Xbe; 18 Bi™i"gham was on 


To John Carlyle. 

me"“pSop"htUywayTe'“''‘'‘®'^ 

<iverhAnI nnri r ommencc ; and I discn.ss aii<l 

closer acnn ■ manners of subjt.-cts with him. A 

acq am nee diminishes the sublimity, hub scarcely 
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the pleasing quality of his character. A certain tendency 

tuiTi in describing 
his own achievements and purposes, is all the fault I can 
discover in him ; his kindheartedness, his constant activity, 
and good humour are more and more apparent. In spite of 
all his long-how propensities (his running away with the 
harrows, as our father would call it) he is a man of no ordi- 
nai 7 powers, nor has he any particle of dishonesty in his 
nature, however he may talk. In fact, if I admii’e the man 
less than I once expected, I like him more. Strange that 
so many men should say the thing that is not without per- 
ceptible temptation 1 Hundreds do it out of momentary 
vanity — Frank Dickson and many othera. It is the poorest 
of all possible resources in this world of makeshifts ; thou 
and I mil never try it. 

With regard to health, it often seems to me that I am 
better than I have been for several years, though scarcely a 
week passes without a relaj)se for a while into directly the 
opposite opinion. The truth is, it stands thus ; I have been 
bephysicked and bedmgged, I have swallowed, say about two 
stoupfuls of castor oil since I came hither ; unless I dose 
myself with that oil of sorrow every fourth day, I cannot 
get along at all. ... My resources are more numerous 
than they have been, and I am free to use them. Am I a 
man and can do nothing to ameliorate my destiny ? Hang 
it, I will set up house in the country and take to gardening 
and translating, before I let it beat me. In general I ara 
nob unhappy — of late I have begun to grudge being so long 
idle. ‘ Schiller * is almost at a stand. I have been thinking 


to paint en heau^ a sort of gasconading 


of it and preparing improvements, but the Taylor creature 
is slow as a snail. ... I wrote to Irving stating in distant 
tciTOs a proposal to board with him tlirough \vinter. He 
has not answered me, but I expect daily that he will. If 
he consent, I shall go with him and Mrs. Strachey to Dover. 
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If not, I think hardly. My better plan will be to go to 
London and take lodgings till this pitiful book is off my 
hands, then return to the north or stay in London as I 
reckon best. 

The journey back on the coach through the midland 
counties, which in late September are usually so 
beautiful, was spoilt by bad weather. On his way, 
however, Carlyle saw Stratford, and was long enough in 
the town to form a clear picture of it. His letters are 
the journal of his experiences. 


To John Carlyle. 

. I/>ndon ; Soptomber 27, 1824. 

Taking leave of Badams, who strictly charged me to come 
back for another month tilt he had completed his doctorial 
and cjistor oil system with me, I left the city of Tubal Cain 
on Thursday morning. My passage was of a mixed 
character. Some of Badams’ drugs had not prosjxired with 
me, and I fell below par in point of hwilth. The morninn- 
also was damp and the day proved rainy. To complete the 
matter it cleared up just when I had shifted my place to 
the interior of the vehicle, and exchanged the sight of High 
Wycombe and the lawns of Buckinghamshire for the inane 
prattle of a little black-eyed pretty blue-stocking Genevese 
my sole travelUng companion ; so that when they set me 
down in Oxford Street, falsely said by the rascal guard to be 
the nearest r>oint to Pentouville, from which it was three 
miles distent— Lad Lane being only one— I fell somewhat 
out of humour, a dissonance of spirit which increased 
to loud jamng M I followed my stout and fleet porter, 
who strode lustily along under cloud of night, thmu^h 
labyrinthine streeU and aUeys, with my portniaiiteau da^n- 

16—2 
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gling at his back, and a travelling bag to balance it. in front. 
Stamp, stamp, amidst the rattling of wains and coaches, and 
the uneartlily cries of fruiterers and oystermeu and piemen 
and all the mighty din of London, till I verily thought ho 
would never reach a point of the city which my eyes had 
seen before. 

Nevertheless, I had not been without my enjoyments on 
the road. I had got another glance of the heart of ‘ merry 
England,’ with its waving knolls and green woody fields and 
snug hamlets and antique boroughs and jolly ale-driiiking, 
bccf-cating people. ... It was not without some pleasur- 
able imugiriatioiis that I saw Stratford-upon-Avon, the very 
liills and woods which the boy Shakespeare had looked upon, 
the very church where his dust reposes, nay, the very house 
where he was bom ; the threshold over which lu's staggering 
footsteps carried him in infancy ; the very stones where the 
urchin played marbles and flogged tops. . . . It is a small 
grim-looking house of bricks, bound, as was of old the 
fashion, with beams of oak intci'sccting the bricks which are 
built into it and fill up its intemticcs as the glass docs in a 
window. The old tile roof is cast by age, and twisted into 
all varioti<'S of curvature. Half the house has been modern- 
ised and made a butcher’s shop. The street where it stands 
is a simple-looking, short, everyday village street, with houses 
mostly new, and consisting, like the Shakespeare house, of 
two low stories, or rather a story and a half. Stratford itself 
is a humble, pleasjint-looking place, the residence as formerly 
of woolcombei-s and other quiet artisans, except whei'C they 
have brought an ugly black canal into it, and polluted bills 
classical borough by the presence of lighters or tmekboats 
with famished horses, sooty drivers, and heaps of coke and 
coal. It seems considerably larger and less showy than 
Annan. Shakespeare, Breakspeare, and for aught I know 
sundry other speai-s, are still common names in Warwickshire. 
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I was stnick on my amwal at Birmingham by a sign not far 
from Badams’, indicating the abode of William Shakespeare, 
boot and shoe maker, which boots and shoes the modern 
Shakcspeai'c also professed his ability to mend ‘cheap and 
neatly.’ Homer, I afterwards discovered, Iiad settled in 
Birmingham as a button maker. 

Bat I must not wander thus, or I shall never have done. 
Of O.Kfoid, with its domes and spires and minarets, its rows 
of shady trees, and still monastic edifices in their antique 
richness and intriaite seclusion, I shall say nothing till I see 
you. I must rather hasten to observe that I found the 

orator *1 Pentonville sitting spj\rrowlike, comiKmionless, in 

not on — the housetop alone. II is wife had left him, and had 
tiiken all the crockery and bedding and other household 
gear along with her. He extended to me the right hand of 
fellowship notwithstanding, and even suceeeded in procuring 
me some genial tea with an egg, only half rotten, wliich* 
for a London egg, is aiying niuch. By-and-by, one 
Hamilton, a worthy and accomplished merchant from Siiu- 
quhar, came in and took me with him to his lodgings and 
treated me comfortably ; and there in a splendid bed,*I con- 
trived, in siiite of agitation from within, and noise and bu«^ 
from without, to get six hours of deep slumber. Ne.xt morn- 
ing I was fitter to do business. 


On leaving Birmingham I had felt uncertain whether I 
should go to Dover with the Orator or not ; and I had ixirtly 
determined to be regulated in my yea and no by his accept- 
ance or rejection of my pro|K)sal to board with him while in 
Lon<lon. On coming to discuss the subject orally I soon 

discovered that his reverence was embarrassed by a coiinictim: 

proj^^^U (to board at a very high mte .some medical youth 
.from Glasgow) which was not yet decided on, and was conse- 
quently in the way of any definite arningement with me. 
Ihe good priest — for with all his vanities and alTectations Iw 
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is really a good man, an excellent man, as men go— puckered 
up his face and eyebrows in much distress, and was jnst 
commencing with various articulate and inaiticulate prepara- 
tions, when I, discovering rapidly how the matter stood, 
begged him to consider my proposal unmade, and never to 
say, or even think, one other word upon the subject. The 
puckers disappeared at this announcement, but were suc- 
ceeded by a continuous cloud of gloom and regz-et as he set 
about advising me to go with liim to Dover, and to put off 
the consideration of lodging and all such mattere till my 
return. After much canvassing I assented, upon the proviso 
of my being allowed to bear my own share of the expense, 
and to be his fellow-lodger and not his guest. With this 
salvo to my pride, which I already almost begin to despise as 
a piece of cold selfishness, we struck the bargain that he 
should set out on Monday, and I should follow whenever my 
business was concluded. 

The ‘ business ’ I could have in London may well surprise 
you ; it was (alas I it is) the most pitiful that ever man had ; 
nothing but the collecting of a few books for the completing 
of my poor ‘ Schiller.’ You cannot think what trotting to 
and fro I have had to get a book or two of the most simple 
charactei*. Messre. Taylor azid Henry pay me somewhere on 
the verge of 00^ down upon the nail for this book, the day 
when it is published. In about ten weeks from this date I 
expect to be free of London, to have ascertained how it will 
suit me, what hopes, what advantages it offez'S, and to decide 
for continuance or departure as shall seem to me best. If 
my health improve I shall be for remaining, especially if I 
can fasten upon any profitable employment ; if not, scarcely. 
About the ultimatum I am by no means low-spmted, not 
often even dumpish. I feel pretty confident that I can 
recover my health in some considerable degiee, perhaps 
wholly. If not here — ehewJiere. ^\^zilc this is in progiess I 
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can at the worst translate for the Loudon or Edinbuiwh 
market ; and if I were well, I feel that some considerable 
desire to wTite might rise within me. I might like Ai*chy 
Halliday, ‘fin’ a kind of inclination to bark, and certainly 
there is no want of game. A misemble scrub of an author, 
sliarking and writing ‘ articles ’ about town like ITazlitt, Dc 
Quiucey, and that class of living creatures, is a thing which, 
as our mother says, ‘ I canna be.* Nor shall I need it. I 
have fifty better schemes. 

As to not boarding with Irving, I hardly regret it now 
that it is past. His house would scarcely have been a 
favourable place for studying any science but the state of 
religion in general, and that of the Caledonian chai>el in par- 
ticular, as managed by various eldere, delegates, and other 
nondescript personages. A very affected and not beautiful 

sister of ’a is also to stay with them through the winter. 

Her I might have found it a task to love. ‘ Pray, Mr. Car- 
lyle,* said she, in a mincing, naraby-jwmby tone, the night 
she aiTivcd, when I was sitting with my powem of patience 
screwed to the sticking place, being in truth very miserable 
and very much indisjwsed to make complaints ; ‘ Pray, Mr. 
Carlyle, are you reailt/ sick now, or is it only fanciful ? * 
‘hancy, ma’am, fancy, nothing more,* said I, half-turning 
round and immediately proceeding with some other topic, 
addressed to some other member of the company. Besides,' 
Irving has a squeaking brat of a son, ‘ who indeed brings us 
many blessings,’ but rather interrupts our rest at idght. 
Bad luck to his blessings compared with natural rest I *^In 
short, I shall be more completely master in my own lodgings. 

Carlyle himself was not an inmate whom any 
mistress not directly connected with him would readily 
welcome into her household; so it was well perhaps 
or all parties that the proposed arrangement was 
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abandoned. The Dover visit, however, was accom- 
plished, and the unexpected trip to Paris which grew 
out of it. For this, too, the reader is mainly referred 
to the ‘ Reminiscences,* which need no correction from 
contemporary letters ; and to which those letters, 
though written when the scenes were fresh, can still 
add little, save a further evidence of the extreme 
accuracy of his memory. But there is a humorous 
description of the gigantic Irving and his new-bom 
baby, a pleasant sketch of others of the party, and an 
interesting account of the state of English farming and 
the English laboiuer, as Carlyle saw both before the 
days of economic progress. These, and some vivid 
pictures of the drive through France, justify a few 
extracts. 


To James Carlyle, MainhiU* 

Dover ; October 4. 

My dear Father, — I arrived in this corner of the seagirt 
land in the dusk of a bright and sharp autumnal day. There 
has been no fixed arrangement in our plans as yet. ill's. 
Irving with her infant had come hither with a hliss Kirk- 
patrick, a cousin of Jlrs. Strachey, in whose hired house we 
are all living till the rest arrive, when the Irvings and I 
shall evacuate the place and seek lodgings of our own. I 
expect to be very snug and comfortable while here. The 
sea-bathing si-cms to agree with tne us well as ever, and the 
pco]>lc are all anxious to treat )nc as a kind of eshiblished 
invalid, whose coiicerus are to be attendid to as a prime 
object. 

The young Miss Kii'lq)atrick, with whom I was already 
acquainted, is a very pleasant and meritorious pereou — one 
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of the kindest and most modest I have ever seen. Thou^^h 
handsome and young and sole mistix-ss of 50,000f., 6he\ 
meek and unassuming as a little child. She laughs in secret 
at the awkward extravagances of the Onitor ; yet she loves 
him as a good man, and busies herself xnth nothing so much 
as ^barging the duties of hospitaUty to us all. ... Of 
Irving, I have much kindness towards me to record. I like 
the man, as I did of old, without respecting him much less 
or rnore. He has a considerable turn for displays, which in 
realty are sheer vanity, though he sincerely thinks them the 
perfection of Christian elevation. But in these thin^ he 
indulge very sp;iringly before me, and any Uttlc glimi^cs of 
them that do occur 1 find it easy without the sli<ditest ill- 
nature arising between us to repress. We talk of rcli-ion 
and literature and men and things, and stroll about *and 
smoke cigars, a choice stock of which he has been presented 
\vith by some fnend. I reckon him much improved since 
\v inter. The fashionable people have totally left him, yield- 
ing like featl^re and flying chaff to some new ‘centre of 
attraction. The newspapers also are silent, and he beo^us 
to see that there w^ really nothing supernatural in "the 
former hurly-burly, but that he must content liimself with 
r«^ent we Womg, and liberal, though not immoderate, suc- 
; not taking the world by one fierce onslaught, but by 

mining, as others do. ^ 

chan e. I consider him a man of splendid gifts and good 
ntentions and likely m his present manner of proccedimr to 

“ iTemwi 1 k? “ •'onest-l.eaited jicnion and an ex- 
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SOD, a quiet tversh gorh of a thin^, as all childreu of six 
weeks are, but looked upon by them as if it were a cherub 
from on high. The concerns of ‘ him * (as they emphatically 
call it) occupy a large share of public attention. Kitty 
Kirkpatrick smiles covertly, and I laugh aloud at the earnest 
devotedness of the good Orator to this weighty affair. * Isa- 
bella,’ said he the other night, ‘ I would wash him, I think, 
with warm water to-night,* a counsel received with approving 
assent by the mother, but somewhat objected to by others. 
I declared the washing and dressing of him to be the wife’s 
concern alone ; and that, were I in her place, I would wash 
him with oil of vitriol if I pleased, and take no one’s counsel 
in it. 

TVhen Mrs. Strachey comes I expect some accession of 
enjoyment. She has taken a great liking to me, and is any 
way a singularly worthy woman. I had a veiy kind note 
from her this day. 

Kent is a delightful region, fertile and well cultivated, 
watered with clear streams, sufficiently and not excessively 
besprinkled with trees, and beautifully broken with inequali- 
ties of surface. The whole country rests on chalk. They 
burn this mineral in kilns and use it as lime. In its native 
state it lies in immense masses, divided into strata or courses 
by lumps of flint distributed in parallel seams. The hus- 
bandry in Kent is beyond that in many coimtics in England, 
but a Scottish farmer would smile at many parts of it. They 
plough with five hoisus aud two men (one ca-ing), and the 
plough has wheels. Many a time have I tliought of AUck 
with liis Lothian tackle and two horses setting these ineffi- 
cient loiterer’s to the right about. Yet here they are much 
better than in Warwickshire, where farming may be said to 
be an unknown art, where the fields are sometimes of half 
an acre, and of all possible shajx^s but square, and a threshing 
mil) is a thing nearly unheard of. Here a fifth part of the 
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surface is not covered with gigantic and ill-kept fences ; but 
they grow their wheat and their beans and their hops on 
more rational principles. In all cases, however, the people 
seem to realise a goodly share of solid comfort. The English 
hind has his pork (often raw) or his beef, with ale°and 
wheatcn bread three times a day, and wejirs a ruddy and sub- 
stantial look, see him where you will. I liave looked into 
the clean, brick-built, tile-flagged little cottages, and seen 
the people dining, with their jug of ale, their bacon, and 
other ware, and a huge loaf, like a stithy clog, towering over 
it all. It is pleasant to see everyone so well provided for. 
There is nothing like the appearance of want to be met with 
anywhere. 


To Miss Welsh, little dreaming of the relations 

between herself and Irving, Carlyle was stiU more 

drastic in his sketches of the Orator. Miss Welsh, 

as she told him afterwards, had purijosely misled him 
on the subject. 


5 —The Orator is busy writing and bathing, 

Spr T” scaling the very pinnacles 

in truth, with him, are little 
more than the very pinnacles of human vanity rising through 

an atmosphere of great native wannth and generosity. I find 

erspread with secret affectations, secret to himself, hut kind 
and friendly and speculative and discureive as ever. It would 
do your heart good to look at him in the character of dry 

witTh ^ Edward. Oh that you saw the Giant 

with his broad-brunmed hat, his sallow visage, and liis sable, 

mt^ fle^ of hair, carrying the little pepper-box of a 
creature folded m his monstrous palms along the beach, tick 
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ticking to it, and dandling it, and every time it stirs an eyelid 
griniiiug horribly a ghastly smile, heedless of the crowds of 
petrified spectator's that turn round in long trains, gazing 
in silent terror at the fatherly leviathan ; you would laugh for 
twelve months after, every time you thought of it. And yet 
it is vei*y wrong to laugh if one could help it. Nature is very 
lovely : pity she should ever be absurd. On the whole I am 
pleased with Irving, and hope to love him and admire him 
and laugh at hijii as long as I live. There is a fund of 
sincerity in his life and character which in these heartless, 
aimless days is doubly pi*ecious. The cant of religion, con- 
scious or unconscious, is a pitiable thing, but not the most- 
pitiable. It often rests upon a groundwork of genuine, 
eaniest feeling, and is, I think, in all except its very woret 
phases, preferable to that poor and arid spirit of contemp- 
tuous persijiage which forms the staple of fashionable accom- 
pLsluuent so far as I can discern it, and spreads like a narcotic 
drench over all the better faculties of the souL 

Mrs. Strachey came down after a few days. The 
little party was always together — walking on the beach 
or reading Fletcher’s ‘ Purple Island.' Airs. Strachey 
herself was in full sympathy with Irving, if no one 
else was. Then her husband came, who was especi- 
ally wanting in sympathy. The difterence of senti- 
ment became perceptible. The French coast lay in- 
vitingly opposite. The weather was beautiful. A trii) 
to Paris was proposed and instantly decided on. Mr. 
Strachey, ^liss Kirkpatrick, and Carlyle were to go. 
Mrs. Strachey and the Irvings were to stay behind. 
A travelling carriage was sent across the Channel, post- 
horses were always ready on the Paris road, and 
Carlyle, who had but left Scotland for the first time 
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four months before, and had been launched an entire 
novice into the world, was now to be among the 
scenes so long familiar to him as names. They went 
by Montreuil, Abbeville, Narapont, with Sterne’s 
‘ Sentimental Journey ’ as a guide book, when Murray 
was unknown. They saw the Cathedral at Beiiuvais, 
for which Carlyle did not care at all ; they saw French 
soldiers, for which he cared a great deal. He himself 
could speak a little French ; Strachey, like most 
Englishmen, almost none. Montmorency reminded 
him of Rousseau. From Montmartre they looked 
down on Paris: ‘not a breath of smoke or dimness 
anywhere, every roof and dome and spire and chimney- 
top clearly visible, and the skylights sparkling like 
diamonds.* ‘I have never,’ he says, ‘since or before, 
seen so fine a view of a town.* Carlyle, who could see 
and remember so much of Stratford, where he stayed 
only while the coach changed horses, coming on Paris 
fresh, with a mind like wax to receive impressions, yet 
tenacious as steel in preserving them, carried off 
recollections from his twelve days* sojouim in the 
French capital which never left him, and served him 
well in after years when he came to write about the 
Revolution. He saw the places of which he had read. 
He saw Louis Dix-huit lying in state, Charles Dix, 
Legendre (whose Geometry he had translated for 
Brewster), the great Laplace, M. de Chezy the Persian 
professor. He heard Cuvier lecture. He wont to the 
Theatre Franpais, and saw and heard Talma in ‘ (Edipe.* 
He listened to a sermon at Ste. Genevieve. A more 
impressive sermon was a stem old grey-hairod corpse 
which he saw lying in the Morgue. He saw the Ficnch 
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people, and the ways and works of them, which in- 
terested him most of all. These images, with glimpses 
of English travellers, were all crowded into the few 
brief days of their stay ; the richest in new ideas, new 
emotions, new pictures of human life, which Carlyle 
had yet experienced. 

From the many letters which he wrote about it, I 
select one to his brother John. 

To John Carlyle. 


Dover : Noverabor 7. 

My expedition to Paris was nearly as unexpected to 
myself as the news of it will be to you. Strachey, a little 
bustling, logic-chopping, good-hearted, frank fellow, came 
down to Dover three weeks ago, and finding himself, I sup- 
pose, rather dull in the region of the Cinque Ports, and 
tempted moreover, by the persuasions of his cousin Kitty, 
as well as by the daily sight of the French coast, he deter- 
mined at last on a journey thither, and after infinite plead- 
ings and solicitations I was prevailed upon to be of the party. 
They were to travel in their o^m carriage, Kitty and her 
maid inside, Strachey on the coach-box to see the country. 
The additional expense forme would be nothing ; it would be 
so pleasant, and would do me so much good. In fine, after 
a world of perplexities and miscalculations and misadventures, 

1 having firet half consented, then wholly refused, then again 
consented, we at length all assembled by different routes on 
the sands of Boulogne in the afternoon of Thursday gone 
a fortnight, and set off with the utmost speed of three lean 
horees of the poste royale for Paris. After adventures and 
mistakes which will keep us laughing many a winter night 
w’hen thou and I meet, we reached the capital on Saturday 
about four o'clock, and forthwith established ourselves in the 



FRENCH PICTURES. 


255 


IIAtel de 'Wagram, and proceeded to the great purpose of 
our journey — the seeing of the many sights with which the 
metropolis of France abounds beyond any other spot on the 
surface of the earth. By degrees we got into proper train, 
and everything went on wonderfully weU. Strachey and I 
went out singly or in company to purvey for dinners and 
breakhists in the Ciifes and restaurateur establishments, &c. 

Sated at length with wondere, we left Paris last Wednes- 
day, and after a not unprosperous journey arrived here 
yesterday afternoon. Irving with his household had left 
Dover a few hours before.^ On the whole I cannot say 1 
regret this jaunt. I have seen many strange tilings wliich 
may people my imagination with interesting fonns, and, 
perhaps, yield some materials for reflection and improvement’ 
France, as it presented itself to me on a mostcureorr survey 
seemed a place rather to be looked at than tarried in. Oh 
that I had space to paint to you the stiange pilgarlic figures 
that I saw breakfasting over a few expiring embers on 
roasted apples, ploughing with three ixinies, with ploughs 
like peat ban-ows, or folded together in long trough-shaped 
wicker c^rts, wearing night caps, and dresses of blue calico, 
ivith a black stump of a pipe stuck between their jaws, and 
a drop hanging at their long thin noses, and faces jjuckered 
together mto the most weepy mouse aspect ; or the women 
riding on cuddies with wocxleii saddles; or the postilions 
With their leather shovel hats and their boots like moderate 
churns ; often blind of an eye or broken-legged, and always 
the coolesc liars m existence. But better tlian all was our 
own mode of treatmgthem ; and Strachey’s French when he 
glided the waiters and hosts of the inns. ‘C’est bieu 
imposante’ (said he at Beauvais), ‘e’est urn.— une— rascalitcS 
Tous dis-je ; vous avez charg6 deux fois trop ; vous Ctea,' Ac 

Thin ho found Irving .till ut Dovor. 

Thi. >« tho Bingle error of f«ct which I have detectod. 
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To all which they answered with the gravity of judges 
passing the sentence of death : ‘ Monsieur, c'est impossible ; 
on ne vous snrfait nuUement ; on ne,* &c. ‘ Oil est les 

chevaus,’ shrieked he at the end of every post. ‘ Vont venir, 
monsieur,' said they. Kitty and I were like to split with 
laughing. At length Strachey himself gave up the cause 
entirely and took to speaking French English without dis- 
guise. When a man asked him for ‘ quelqne chose k boire ; 
je vous ai conduit tres-bien,’ Strachey answered, without 
looking at him, ‘ Nong 1 vous avez driv^ devilish slow,* 
which suited just as well. 

Of Paris I shall say nothing till we meet. It is the 
Vanity Fair of the Universe, and cannot be described in 
many letters. With few exceptions the streets are narrow 
and crowded and unclean, the kennel in the middle, and a 
lamp hanging over it here and there on a rope from side to 
side. There are no footpaths, but an everlasting press of 
caiTiages and carts and dirty people hastening to and fro 
among them, amidst a thousand gare-gares and sacres and 
other oaths and admonitions ; while by the side are men 
roasting chestnuts in their booths, fniifcshops, wineshops, 
barbel’s ; silk merchants selling a prix juste (wthout cheat- 
ing), restaurateurs^ eafes^ fraiteurSy magasins de bonbons, 
billiard-tables, estaminets (gin-shops), debits de tabac (where 
you buy a cigar for a halfpenny and go out smoking it), and 
every species of depot and entrepot and magasin for the 
comfort and refreshment of the physical part of the natural 
man, plying its vocation in the midst of noise and stink, 
both of which it augments by its produce and by its efforts 
to dispose of it. The Palais Royal is a spot unrivalled in 
the world, the chosen abode of vanity and vice, the true 
palace of the tigre-singes (tiger-apes), as Voltaire called his 
countrymen, a place which I rejoice to think is separated 
from me by the girdle of the ocean, and never likely to be 
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copied in the British Isles. I dined in it often, and bought 
four little bone etuis (needle-cases) at a franc e^ich for oiu 
four sisters at Mainhill. It is a sort of emblem of the 
French character, the perfection of the physical and fantas- 
tical part of our nature, with an absence of all that is solid 
and substantial in the moral, and often in the intellectual 
pjtrt of it. Looking-glasses and trinkets and fricassees and 
gaming tables seem to be the life of a Frenchman ; his home 
is a place where he sleeps and dresses ; he lives in the salon 
liu restaurateur on the boulevards, or the garden of the 
Palais Royal. Every room you enter, destitute of carpet or 
fire, is e.vpanded into boundlessness by mirrors ; and I should 
tWnk about fifty thousiuid diceboxes ai-e set a nittling every 
night, esptxjially on Sundays, within the walls of"* Paris. 
There the people sit and chatter and fiddle away existence as 
if it were a raree show, care!e.ss how it go on so they have 
excitement, des sensations atjreahles. Their palaces and 
picture-galleries and triumphal arches are the wonder of the 
earth, but the stink of their streets is considerable, and you 
cannot walk on them without risking the fracture of your 
legs or neck. ^ 

But peace be to the Fi-ench ! for here I have no 100m to 
e.vpress even my ideas about them, far less to do them any 
justice. Suffice it to observe that I contrived to see nearly 
all that could be seen within twelve days, and to carry off as 
much enjoyment as it was possible for sights to afford me at 
the cx|)ense of about five pounds sterling. I saw the Louvre 
gillery of pictures, the Tuileries palace, the Jardin des 
1 lantes, the churches and cemeteries, and all that could be 
I saw Talma the actor, and almost touched His Most 
Christian iUjesty Charles X. Wliab was most interestin‘^ I 
heard Baron Cuvier deliver his introductory lecture on com- 
parative anatomy. Cuvier himself pleased me much • he 
6 cems about fifty, with a fair head of hair growing gix’y, u 
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large broad, uot very high head, a nose irregularly aquiline, 
receding mouth, peaked chin, blue eyes, which he casta 
upwards, puckering the eyebrows with a look of great sweet- 
ness and wisdom ; altogether the appearance of an accom- 
plished, kind, and gentlemanly person. His lecture lasted an 
hour and a Iialf. I made out nine-tenths of it, and thought 
it very good and wonderfully fluent and correct for an 
extempore one. Nay, what do you think ? I made bold to 
introduce myself to Legendre, and was by him taken to a 
sitting of the Institute, and presented to Dupin, the celc- 
binted tinvcller in England. Here also I saw Laplace and 
Tiacroix, and Poisson the mathematicians, and Vauquelin and 
(Jhaptal and Thenard the chemists, and heard Majendie mid 
a paper. Dupin would have introduced me to Laplace and 
others, an honour which I declined, desiring only to impiess 
myself with a picture of their several apptjarances. 

Such was Carlyle’s sudden visit to Paris — an incident 
of more importance to him than he knew at the 
m'^ment. He complained before and he complained 
after of the hardness of fortune to him ; but fortune in 
the shape of friends was throwing in Ms way what very 
few young men better connected in life have the happi- 
ness of so early falling in with. The expedition created 
no small excitement at MainhiU, The old people had 
grown up under the traditions of the war. For a son of 
their.s to go abroad at all was almost miraculous. 
When they heard that he was gone to Paris, ‘all the 
stoutness of their hearts ’ was required to bear it. 

It matters little to the sufferei's (wi*ote his brother 
Alexander) whether their evils are real or imaginary. Our 
anxiety was groundless, but this did little help till your 
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letter to Ja^k arrived. Wc had inquired at the post-office 
every day for more than a fortnight before it (^le and 
evcY new disap^mtment was, especially to our aurious 
mother, i^on sufficient for darkening still deeper the cata- 
logue of her frars about your welfare. I really ‘believe that 
two or three days more of sUence would have driven to 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A.D. 1824. Ml. 29. 

The holiday was over. Carlyle returned to London 
with the Stracheys, and settled himself in lodgings in 
Southampton Street, near Irving. Here at any rate 
he intended to stay till Schiller was off his hands 
complete in the form of the book. That accomplished, 
the problem of his future life remained to be en- 
countered. What was he to do? He was adrift, 
with no settled occupation. To what should he turn 
his hand? Where should he resolve to live? He 
had now seen London. He had seen Birmingham 
with its busy industries. He had seen Paris. He had 
been brought into contact with English intellectual 
life. lie had conversed and measured strength with 
some of the leading men of letters of the day. He 
knew that he had talents which entitled him to a 
place among the best of them. But he was sick in 
body, and mentally he was a strange combination ol 
pride and self-depreciation. He was free as air,^ but 
free only, as it seemed to him, because of his insigni- 
ficance,— because no one wanted his help. Most of us 
find our course determined by chcumstances. We are 
saved by necessity from the infirmity of our own wills. 
No necessity interfered with Carlyle. He had the 
world before him with no limitations but his poverty, 
and he was entirely at sea. So far only he was 
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determined, that he would never sell his soul to the 
Devil, never speak what he did not wholly believe, 
never do what in his inmost heart he did not feel to 
be right, and that he would keep his independence, 
come what might. 

As old Quixote said (he \vrote at this time), and as I have 
often said after him, if it were but a crust of bread and a 
cup of water that Heaven has given thee, rejoice that thou 
hast none but Heaven to thank for it. A man that is not 
standing on his own feet in regard to economical affairs soon 
ceases to be a man at all. Poor Coleridge is like the hulk 
of a huge ship — his masts and sails and rudder have rotted ' 
quite away. 


Literature lay open. Nothing could hinder a man 
there save the unwillingness of publishers to take his 
wares ; but of this there seemed to be no danger. 
‘ Meister * was approaching to a second edition ; the 
‘Schiller,* such parts of it as had yet appeared, had 
been favoumbly noticed; and Schiller’s own example 
was specially encouraging. Schiller, like himself, 
had been intended for the ministry, had recoiled from 
it, had drifted, as he had done, into the initial stages 
of law, but had been unable to move in professional 
harness. Schiller, like himself again, had been 
afflicted with painful chronic disease, and, though 
it killed him early, his spirit had triumphed over his 
body. At the age at which Carlyle had now arrived, 
Schiller^s name was known in every reading house- 
hold in Germany, and his early plays had been trans- 
lated into half the languages in Europe. Schillor, 
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however, more fortunate than he, possessed the rare 
and glorious gift of poetry. Carlyle had tried poetry 
and had consciously failed. He had intellect enough. 
He had imagination — no lack of that, and the keenest 
and widest sensibilities j yet with a true instinct he 
had discovered that the special faculty which dis- 
tinguishes the poet from other men, nature had not 
bestowed upon him. He had no correct metrical ear; 
the defect can be traced in the very best of his attempts, 
whether at translation or at original composition. He 
could shape his materials into verse, but without spon- 
taneity, and instead of gaining beauty they lost their 
force and clearness. His prose at this time was, on 
the other hand, supremely excellent, little as he knew 
it. The sentences in his letters are perfectly shaped, 
and are pregnant with meaning. The more im- 
passioned passages flow in rhythmiail cadence like-/ 
the sweetest tones of an organ. The style of the 
‘ Life of Schiller * is the style of his letters. He was 
not satisfied with it; he ^ thought it ‘wretched,’ 
‘bombastic,’ ‘not in the right vein.’ It was in fact 
simple. Few literary biographies in the English 
language equal it for grace, for brevity, for clearness ^ 
of portraiture, and artist-like neglect of the un->^ 
essentials. Goethe so clearly recognised its merits, 
that in a year or two it was to be translated under 
his direction into German, and edited with a preface by 
himself. While England and Scotland were giving 
Carlyle at best a few patronising nods, soon to change 
to anger and contempt, Goethe saw in this young 
unknown Scotchman the characteristics of a true man 
of genius, and spoke of him ‘ as a new moral force, the 
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extent and effects of which it was impossible to 
predict.* 

The rewriting and arranging of the ‘ I.ife of Schiller ’ 
was more tedious than Carlyle exiiected. It was done 
at last, however, published and paid for, A copy was 
sent to MainUill, with a letter to his mother. 

I have at last finished that miserable book, on account 
of which I have been scolding printere and running to and 
fro like an evil spirit for the last three weeks. The ‘ liife of 
Schiller ’ is now fairly off my hands. I have not put my 
name to it, not feeling anxious to have the syllables of my 
poor name piss through the moutlis of cockneys on so 
slender an occasion, thougli, if anyone lay it to my cliarge, I 
shall see no reason to blush for the hand I had in it. Soine- 
times of late I have bethought me of some of your old 
maxims about pride and vanity. I do see this same vanity 
to be the root of half the evil men are subject to in life. 
Examples of it stare me in the face every day. 

The pitiful passion under any of the thousand fonns 
wliich it assumes never fails to wither out the good and 
worthy paits of a man’s character, and leave him poor and 
spiteful, an enemy to his own peace and that of all aljout 
him. There never was a wiser doctrine than that of 
Christian humility, considered as a conccLive for the coame 
unmly selfishness of man s nature. I know yon will read the 
‘ Schiller ’ with attention and plwisure. It contains nothing 
that I know of but tmth of fact and sentiment, and I have 
always found that the honest ti-uth of one mind bad a cer- 
attraction in it for every other mind that loved tmth 
honestly. Various quacks, for instance, have exclaimed 
against the immorality of ‘ Mcistcr ; * and tlic ])ei‘son whom it 
delighted above all others of iny aajuainUvnce wjis Mrs. 
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Sbracliey, exactly the most reli^ous, pure, and true-minded 
person among the whole number. A still more convincing 
proof of my doctrine was the satisfaction you took in it. 

The ‘ Schiller ’ was as welcome at Mainhill as ‘ Meister ' 
had been, but I have anticipated the completion of it. 
It was not finished till the middle of the winter, all 
which time Carlyle was alone in his London lodgings. 
His personal history from the time of his return from 
Dover is told in his letters. 

To Mrs. Carlyle, Mainhill, 

23 SouthnmptOD Street, Pontonyille: 

November 12| 1824. 

The Stracheys took me with them in their carriage to 
Shooter’s Hill, and I made my way to the hospitable mansion 
of the Orator at Pentonville by various coaches as I best 
could. Next morning no entreaties for delay could detain 
me. I set out in quest of lodgings, determined to take no 
rest till I had found some place which I could call my o^vn, 
where I might at last collect my scattered thoughts and see 
what yet remained to me to be accomplished or avoided. I 
found the task of taking lodgings less abominable than I 
used to reckon it in Edinburgh. Irving and his wife went 
with me to one or two till I got into the way, after which I 
dismissed them, and proceeded on the search myself. Ere 
long I landed in Southampton Street, a fine, clean, quiet 
spot, and found a landlady and a couple of rooms almost 
exactly such as I was wanting. 

Here I have fixed my abode for a space, and design to set 
seriously about remodelling my affairs. On the whole I am 
happy that I have got into a house of my o^vn where I am 
lord and master, and can manage as I like without giving 
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an ^ount to anyone. Irv^ing could not take me to board 

m his house, having engaged to admit one Parker from 

Glasgow (at a very high rate), who is coming here to study 

law. Indeed, after inspecting the state of his internal 

economy, I more than ceiised to desire it. He himself is of 

rough and r^dy habits, and his wife is not by any means 

the pink of housekeepers. For one Uke me their house and 

table would have suited but indifferently in point of health 

and their visitors and other intemiptions would have sadly 

mterfer^ with my standing business. Irving’s kind and 

interesting conversation was the only thing that tempted me 

and even this for the present could not have been got. The 

Orators whole heart and soul seem for a while to have been 

set on two soUtaty objects—the Caledonian Chapel and the 

^Dealing brat of a child which his dear Isabella bromdit 

^ thi^ months ago. This smallest and wershest of his 

Majesty s subjects the worthy preacher dandles and fondles 

^d j^-n^es and talks about in a way that is piteous to 

^nold, lie speculates on the progressive development of 

hte senses, on the state of his bowels, on his hours of rest 

^ I»p-spooDS and his hippings. He asks you twenty times a 

day (me he dares nob ask any longer) if is not a pretty 

boy He even at times attempts a hideous chauiib to the 

creature by way of lullaby. Unhappy yorb ! I have wished 

lb tarther than I need repeat at pre-sent. Its mewing used 

to awaken me at night. Its history keeps me silent by day 

Now that I am gone from its sphere I can wish it well as 

the offspring of my friend, wliom after all 1 do nob like much 

the worse that he is over-fond and foolish as a father. In mv 

present state, too, I can enjoy all that is enjoyable in his 

corniiany and friendship. Tliis house is within three minutes’ 

walk of his, where I design to be a frequent visitor. They 

have been kind friends to me. I were a wortldess cr«.turo 
to forget them. 
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I expect, to pass my time neither unpleasantly nor nn- 
profitably in this city. I have people enough here whom I 
wish to see and may see. Some of them are attractive by 
their talent and knowledge, several by their kindness. The 
Stracheys I have found to be friendly in a high degree. 
Mrs. Montagu (Irving’s * noble lady,’ whom I do not like as 
well as Mrs. S.), had a note lying for me in Dover inviting 
me in very warm and high-flown terms to come and live with 
them. The Bullers are here at present ; they sent inviting 
me by Arthur their son to come and dine witli them to- 
day. I would not dine with the King. But I eng.aged to 
go and take tea. Badains predicts that I will come back to 
him ; but this I do not expect. 

London pleased Carlyle less as he knew it better. 

To John Carlyle, 

23 Southampton Street : Novembor 30, 1824. 

Allis of York is here at present, setting up a sort of 
* Asylum.* He wishes me to go out and live with him at* 
his house in Epping Forest, He will board me and a horse 
for 407. a year 1 That scheme will not answer. There is 
folly enough within my reach already without going to seek 
it among the professedly insane. Perhaps I may go and 
stay with him a week or so when I have finished the writing 
of tliis book. I have yet made but little progress in my 
survey of London. The wciither has been very uupropitious, 
and I have had many things to do. I have several persons 
(Ml'S. Montagu, Mra. Strachey, Procter, &c.) whom I call on 
now and then, and might far oftener if I found it useful. 
They are kind persons, particularly the first two ; but for 
rational employment of my mind in their company there is 
but very little. People of elevated minds and clear Jndg- 
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mcnt seem to be ns rare here ns in the north. Anytliinn- 
appronching to a grent character is a treasure I have yet to 
meet with. Yet sach is life. The little that is good in it 
we ought to welcome, and forget how much better it might 
have been when we think how much worse it generally is. 
These two women and their families treat me as if I were a 
near relation, not a wandering stranger. I feel their kind- 
ness, and hope yet to profit more by it. Basil Montagu, the 
husband, was described to me as a philosopher. I find him 

to l)c an honest-hearted goose. Happy Irving, who 

sees in all his friends the pink of human excellence ; and 
when he has found the nakedness of the land, can turn hiin 
round and seek a fresh supply. He is still fighting away as 
valiantly as ever— nursing and preaching. His popularity is 
growing steadier, and I think will ultimately settle into some- 
thing comfortable and accordant with the nature of tliino-s 
The fashionable ixjople have long ago forgot that he exiS,s ; 
and our worthy preacher has discovered, fortunately not too 
lute, that many things since the Reformation have been 
more sunwising than to grow a London lion for the space 
of three little months. I am glad with all my heart that this 
m.sane work is over, Irving is becoming known to men at 
arge as he IS. The sceptical and literary people find that 
nc IS not a quack ; and they honour him, or at Iwist let him 
ive at i^ace. There are many |KM-sons of warm hearts and 
half-cnllivatetl heads who love liim and admire him, and I 
think will suand by him firmly. All that have ever known 
him in private must and do like him. Delivered from the 
gross incense of preaching popularity, Irving will cultivate 
his mmd in i>e.acc ; and may ray out a profitable mixture of 
g It and darkness upon a much wider public than be has 
yet aildres.sed by writing. After all he is a brave fellow— 

■ mong the best ,f not the very best, whom I have met in 
hfe. Succu^s to him ! for though I laugh at him. I were a 
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dog if I did not love him. Speak not of his popularity. 
Your words will be interpreted to mean, not that it is gromng 
rational, but that it is over. At present I reckon the appear- 
ance of it better than it has ever been. 

The correspondence with Miss Welsh had continued 
since Carlyle left Scotland* Letters written 
under such circumstances are in their nature private, 
and so must for the most part remain. Miss Welsh, how- 
ever, was necessarily a principal element in any scheme 
which Carlyle might form for his future life, and to her 
his views were exposed without the smallest reserve. 
The pensions or sinecures of which her too sanguine 
expectation had dreamt, he had known from the 6rst 
to be illusions. He must live, if he lived at all by his 
own hand. He had begun to think that both for body 
and mind London was not the place for him. He had 
saved between two and three hundred pounds, beyond 
what he had spent upon his brothers. His tastes were 
of the simplest. The plainest house, the plainest food, the 
plainest dress was all that he wanted. The literary men 
whom he had met with in the metropolis did not please 
him. Some, like Hazlitt, were selling their souls to 
the periodical press. Even in Campbell and Coleridge 
the finer powers were dormant or paralysed, under the 
spell it seemed of London and its influences. Southey 
and Wordsworth, who could give a better account of 
their abilities, had turned their backs upon the world 
with its vain distinctions and noisy flatteries, and were 
living far away among the lakes and mountains. 
Carlyle was considering that he, too, would be better in 
Annandale. He would take a farm and stock it. His 
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brother Alexander would manage it for him, while he 
could study and write. From these two sources, means 
sufficient could easily be provided for a simple and 
honourable existence. Before taking any decided step, 
however, it was necessary to consult the person who had 
promised to be his wife when he should find himself in 
a condition to maintain her in tolerable comfort. It is 
possible — though speculations of an interested kind 
infiuenced Carlyle as little as they ever inlluenced any 
man — that among their resources he had calculated her 
fortune would pass for something. There had been no 
occasion for her to tell him precisely the disposition 
which she had made of it. He had written to her 
effusively, and she had laughed at him. She had been 
afterwards slightly unwell, and had expressed penitence 
for her levity. 


To Mias Welsh, 


23 Southampton Street, Fcntonvillo : Docombor — . 

Your sickness I have striven to make light of. I will not 
let myself believe that it is more than temporary ; and the 
serious mood you partly owe to it is that in which to me 
you are far most interesting. 

Do not mock and laugh, however gracefully, when you can 
help it. For your own sake I bad almost rather sec you s<id. 
It is the earnest, affectionate, warm-hearted, enthusiastic 
Jane that I love. The acute, sarcastic, clear-sighted, derisive 
Jane I can at best but admire. Is it not a pity that you 
had such a tom that way ? ♦ Pity rather that the follies of 

the world, and youre among the number, Mr. Q.iack, should 
so often caU for castigation.' Well, wcU ! Be it so, then. 
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A wilful man, and still more a wilful woman, will have their 
way .... Now let us turn over a new leaf — a new leaf in 
the paper, and still more iu the subject. I am meditating 
with as rigid an intensity as ever on the great focus of all 
purposes at present — the arranging of ray future life. Here 
is no light business, and no want of eagerness in me to see it 
done. As yet I have made no way, or very little ; but 
already I am far happier than I was, from the mere con- 
sideration that my destiny, with all its manifold en- 
tanglements, perplexing and tormenting as they are, is now 
submitted to my own management. Of my projects I can 
give no description. Tliey fluctuate from day to day, and 
many of them are not of a kind to be explained in writing. 
One item lies at the bottom of almost any sehemc I form. 
It is dctermiiiation to have some household of my own ; 
some abode whicli I maybe lord of, though it were no better 
than the Cynic’s tub ; some abiding home which I may keep 
myself in peace by the hope of improving — not of changing for 
another. I have lived too long iu tents a wandering Bedouin, 
the fruit of my toils wasted or spent in the day that mtnessed 
them. I am sick and must recover ; and if so, siclcness 
itself provides the helps for getting out of it. Till thou my 
mind lies sjjcll-bound, tlic best of my talents (bless the mark) 
shut up even from my own view, and the thought of writing 
anything beyond mere drudgery is vain. I see all this, but 
I also see the plan of conquering it if it can be conquered. 

J must settle myself down withiu rciieh of Edinburgh or 
London. I must divide my time between mental and bodily 
exercises. If the latter could be turned to profit, could be 
regularly fixed aud ordered by necessity of any kind, I should 
regard the point as gained. Had I land of my own, I should 
instantly be tempted to become a — farmer ! Laugh outright I 
lint it is very true. I tliink how I should mount a horseback 
iu the grey of the morning aud go forth like a destroying 
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anpl among my lazy hinds,* quickening every sluggish hand 
cultivatmg and clearing, tilling and planting, till the place 
^me a very garden round me. In the intermediate houn. 
1 could work at literature ; thus compelled to live accordini? 
to the wants of nature, in one twelvemonth I should be the 
hou thiest man in three parishes, and then, if I said and did 
nothing notable, it were my own blame or nature’s only. 

1 his you say is Utopian dreaming, not the sober scheme of 
a man in his senses. I am sorry for it^.sorry that nothing 
h.ilf so likely to save me conies within the circuit of mv 
capabilities. A sinecure ! God bless tliee, my darlin- • I 
could not touch a suiecure though twenty of my friends 
s loiild vo untcei- to offer it. Kcineswcf/s. It is no part of my 
I>lan to ea the bread of idleness so long as I have the force li 
a siiarrow left in me to procure the honest bread of industry 
Irving, too! good Irving ! His thoughts arc friendly, but L 
e.\presscs them Idee a goose. ‘ Help me to the uttermost ’ 

If he ^an help himself to get along tlie path through life it 
.s all that I ehal ask of hin.. If his own shins L ifo’at 
the jonmey s end (a point on which there arc many doubts) 
le. him hang a votive tablet up and go to bed in ,«aco I 
shall manage imne. Tlicrc is no use in ‘ helps.’ The grown- 
up man that cannot be his own help ought to solicit hisdis- 
charge from the Chureh militant/a„d%nrn Iiini to seine 

the fiLSr*' 7 T'- affection, or 

the faintest imitation of it, a man should fed obli-cd to his 

unphod nothing tut the imn.-itUn ^ j ^ Vehoment Jiinguago, wha-h 

- ola.r.ot.ri.ti= of Carlyl. .. j, “ 
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can divide him. It is the law in Tarmoutli that every 
herring hang by its own head. Except in cases singularly 
wretched or singularly happy, that judicious principle I 
think should also govern life. 

A few days later he writes again 

Irving advises me to stay in London ; partly with a 
friendly feeling, partly mth a half-selfish one, for he would 
fain keep me near him. Among all his followere there is none 
whose intercourse can satisfy him . An y other than him it 
would go far to disgust. Great part of them are blockheads, 
a few are fools. There is no rightly intellectual man among 
them. He speculates and speculates, and would rather have 
one contradict him rationally, than gape at him with the 
vacant stare of children viewing the Grand Turk’s palace 
with his guards — all alive ! He advises me, not knowing what 
he says. He liimself has the nerves of a buffalo, and forgets 
that I have not. His philosophy with me is like a gill of 
ditch-water thrown into the crater of Mount iEtna. A 
million gallons of it would avail me nothing. 

On the whole, however, he is among the best fellows in 
London, by far the best that I have met with. Thomas 
Campbell has a far clearer judgment, infinitely mora taste 
and refinement, but there is no living well of thought or 
feeling in him. His head is a shop, not a manufactory ; and 
for his heart, it is as dry as a Greenock kipper. I saw him 
for the second time the other night. I viewed him more 
clearly and in a kindlier light, but scarcely altered my 
opinion of him. He is not so much a man as the editor of 
a magazine. His life is that of an exotic. He exists in 
London, as most Scotchmen do, Ulvc a shiaib disrooted and 
stuck into a bottle of water. Poor Campbell ! There were 
good things in him too, but fate bus pressed too heavy on 
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him, or he has resisted it too weakly. His poetic vein is 
failing, or has run out. He has a Glasgow wife, and their 
only son is in a state of idiotcy. I sympathised with liim, I 
could have loved him, but he has forgot the way to love. 
Procter here has set up house on the strength of his writing 
faculties, with his wife, a daughter of the Noble Lady. He 
is a good-natured man, lively and ingenious, but essentially 
a small. Coleridge is sunk inextricably in the depths of 
putrescent indolence. Southey and Wordsworth have retired 
far from the din of this monstrous city ; so has Thomas 

have we left ? The dwarf Opium-eater, my 
critic in the ‘ London Magazine,* lives here in lodgings, 
with a wife and children living, or starving, on the scanty 
produce of his scribble far off in Westmoreland. He carries 
a laudanum bottle in his pocket, and the venom of a wasp in 
his h^rt. A rascal ( ), who writes much of the black- 

guardism in * Blackwood,’ has been frying him to cinders on 
the gridiron of ‘John Bull.’ Poor De Quincey I He had 
twenty thousand pounds, and a liberal share of gifts from 
nature. Vanity and opium have brought him to the state of 
‘ dog distract or monkey sick.’ If I could find him, it would 
pve me pl^ure to procure him one substantial beefsteak 
before he dies. Hazlitb is writing his way through France 
and Italy. The ginshops and pawnbrokers bewail his 
absence. Leigh Hunt writes * wishing caps* for the 
Examiner,’ and lives on the lightest of diets at Pisa. But 

what shall I say of you, ye , and , and , and 

all the spotted fry that « report ’ and ‘ get up ’ for the ‘ public 
press, that earn money by writing calumnies, and spend it in 
punch and other viler objects of debauchery ? Filthiest and 
of the children of men ! My soul come not into your 
^rcts; mine honour be not united unto yon I ‘Good 

inwardly exclaim, ‘and is this the litemry 
r Tlufl mscul rout, this dii-ty rabble, destitute not 
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only of liigh feeling and knowledge or intellect, but even of 
common honesty ! The very best of them are ill-natured 
weaklings. They are not red-blooded men at all. They are 
only things for writing articles. But I have done with them 
for once. In railing at them let me not forget that if they are 
bad and worthless, I, as yet, am nothing ; and that he who 
pnbteth on his harness should not boast himself as he who 
putteth it off. Unhappy souls I perhaps they are more to be 
pitied than blamed. I do not hate them. I would only 
that stone walls and iron bars were constantly between us. 

Such is the literary world of London ; indisputably the 
poorest part of its population at present. 

While in this humour with English men of letters, 
Carlyle was surprised and cheered by a letter from one 
of the same CiiUing in another country, the man whom 
above all others he most honoured and admired, Goethe 
himself. He had sent a copy of his translation of 
‘Meister’ to Weimar, but no notice had been taken of 
it, and he had ceased to expect any. ‘ It was like a 
message from fairyland,' he said. He could at first 
scarcely believe ‘ that this was the real hand and 
signature of that mysterious personage whose name had 
floated through his fancy like a sort of spell since his 
boyhood, whose thoughts had come to him in maturer 
years almost with the impressiveness of revelations.* 
An account of this angel visitation, with a copy of the 
letter itself, was forwarded to Mainhill. 

To John Carlyle, 

Southampton Street: December 18. 

The other afternoon, as I was lying dozing in a bro^m 
study after diuncr, a lord’s lackey knocked at the door and 
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presented me with a tittle blue parcel, requiring for it a note 

of deUveiy. I opened it, and found two prettv stitched 

little books, and a letter from Goethe 1 I copy it and send 

It for your edification. The patriarchal style of it pleases 
me much : — * * 

‘Jly dearest Sir,— If I did not acknowledge on the spot 

the Jimval of your welcome pi^ent, it was because I \vas 

unwilling te send you an empty acknowledgment merely, but 

I pui^sed to add somccarcful remarks on a work so honour- 
able to me. 

‘ Mj advanced ycare, however, burdened as they are with 
many indispensable duties, have prevented me from com- 
panng your translation at my leisure with the original text— 
a more difficult undcitaking, perhaiis, for me than for some 
third iKjrson thoroughly famihar with Gennan and Emdish 
literature Since, however, I have at the pi-escnt momerrt an 
Pliortunity. through the Lords Beiitiiick, of forwarding this 
n^ safely to London, and at the same time of briii-in- 
ulwub an a(^naintancc between youreelf and the Lords 1? 
which may ^ agreeable to both of you, I delay no lon-er to 
hank you for the inter^t which you have "laken iS n.y 
literary works as well as in tlie incidents of my life and t^ 

<^niestly te continue the same inte.x^bVor the 

seen b^t wilh 

‘ W itli the most sincere good wishes, 

‘ Your most obedient, 

‘ J. W. Goktiib.’2 

g mcht uiigesaurut anzcigto, so war die Urjwicho 

Itt— U 
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This is the first of several letters which Carlyle re* 
ceived from Goethe ; the earliest token of the attention 
which he had commanded from the leader of modem 
literature, an attention which deepened into regard and 
admiration when the * Life of Schiller ’ reached Goethe’s 
hands. The acquaintance which was to prove mutually 
interesting came of course to nothing. Carlyle heard no 
more of the ‘ Lords Bentinck,’ The momentary con- 
sequence which attached to him as the correspondent 
of the poet-minister of the Duke of Weimar disappeared 
in England, where he seemed no more than an in- 
significant struggling individual, below the notice of 
the privileged circles. 


dass ich nicht einen leoron Empfangschoin aasstolldo, sondoro nbor Ihre 
mir 60 ehreoTollo Arboit auch irgend eio gepriiftes Wort bojzufugen 
die Absicbt batte. 

• Moiuo bobeo Jubre jedocb mit so vielen uoabwendbaren Obliegon. 
heitea immerfort beladen. hinderten micb an eioer ruhigoo Vergleicbung 
Ihrer Bearbcitung mit dera Origioaltext, welches vielleicht fur micb 
cine schwerere Aufgabo 6070 mochte, ale for irgend einen dritteo der 
doutschcn and englischen Literatur griindlicb Befreundoten. Gegen* 
wartig aber, da icb cine Gelogonhoit sehe dorch die Herren Grafeo 
Bentinck gcgenwartiges Schreiben sicker nacb London zu bringen, nnd 
zugleicb bciden Tbeilen oine angenobmo Bekaontecbaft zu verschaffen, 
60 Tersaume nicht meinen Bank fur Ihre so innige Tbeilnahme an 
raeinen literariscben Arbeiten, sowohl als an den Schicksalen meines 
Lebena, hierdurch treulich auszusprechen ; and Sie um Fortsetzung 
derselben auch fur dto Zukuoft angelogontlich zu ersuchon. Vielloicbt 
orfiibre icb in dor Folge noch manches von Ihnen, und ubersende zu* 
gleich mit diosem eine Kcibe yon Gedichten wolche echwerlicb zu Ibnen 
gckoramoD sind. Ton denon ich aber bofiten darf, dasa slo Ibnen einigcs 
Intoresao abgewiaoeo wcrden. 

' blit den aufricbtigsten Wunschen, 

* Frgcbenst, 

‘ J. W. GoBrna. 
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The annals of this year, so eventful in Carlyle’s 
history, may close with a letter to him from the poor 
furm-hoiise in Annandale. 

To Thomas Carlyle, 


Mainbill ; December 18, 1824. 

Dear Son, — I take this opportunity to thank you for your 
unvarying ki n d n es s , though I fear it will hardly read. But 
never mind ; I know to whom I am writing. It is a long 
time since we had a sight of each other ; nevertheless I am 
often with you in thought, and I hope we shall meet at a 
throne of grace where there is free access to all who come in 
faith. Tell me if thou readcst a chapter often. If not, 
begin ; oh. do begin ! How do you spend the Sabbath iii 
that tumultuous city ? Oh I remember to keep it holy ; tliis 
you will never repent. I think you will be saying, ‘ Hold, 
mother ! ’ but time is short and uncertain. Now, Tom, the 
best of boys thou art to me I Do not think I am melancholy, 
though I so speak. Be not uneasy on my account. I have 
great reason to be thankful. I am quite well, and happy too 
when I hear from London and Edinburgh. And pray do not 
let me want food ; as your father says, I look as if I would 
eat your letters. Write everything and soon — I look for one 
every fortnight till we meet. I grudge taking up the sheet, 
60 I bid thee good-night, and remain 

Your affectionate mother, 

Margahet Carlyle. 

P.S. by Alexander Carlyle:— 

You are very wise, wc seriously think, in determining to 
live in the country, but how or where I do not pretend to 
Bay ; perhais in some cottage with a grass park or cow 
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attached to it for the nonce, and our mother or Mag for 
housekeeper. Or ivliat say you of fanning (marrying, I dare 
not speak to you about at all) ? There are plenty of farms 
to let on all sides of the country. But tell me : are the warm 
bcai*tiS of Mainhill changed ? or are they less anxious tc 
please ? I guess not. Yet after all, 1 do often think that 
you would be as comfortable here as anywhere. 
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CHAPTER XVI, 

A. D. 1825. XfT. SO. 

Goetue’3 letter was more than a compliment. Goethe, 
who did not throw away liis words in unmeaning 
poUtenesses, had noticed Carlyle ; and notice was more 
welcome from such a source than if it had come from 
ministers or kings. The master had spoken approv- 
ingly. The disciple Wiis encouraged and invigorated. 
He had received an assumnce that his intellectual 
career would not be a wholly unfruitful one. Pleasant 
iis it was, however, it did not help the solution of the 
pressing problem, what was he immediately to do? 
1 he pro.spect of a farm in Scotland became more 
attractive the more he thought of it. Freedom, fresh 
air, plain food, and the society of healthy, pious people, 
unspoilt by the world and its contagion — with these life 
might be worth having and might be turned to noble 
uses. He had reflected much on his engagement with 
Miss Welsh. He had felt that perhaps he had done 
wrong in allowing her to entangle herself with a 
person whose future was so uncertain, and whose 
present schemes, even if realised successfully, would 
throw her, if she married him, into a situation so unlike 
what she had anticipated, so unlike the surroundings 
to which she had been accustomed. In his vehement 
way he had offered to release her if she wished it; and 
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she had unhesitatingly refused. As little, however, 
was her ambition gratified with the prospect of being 
mistress of a Scotch farm. She had mocked at his 
proposal. She had pointed out with serious truth his 
own utter unfitness for a farmer’s occupation. She had 
jestingly told him that she had land of her own at 
Craigenputtock. The tenant was leaving. If he was 
bent on trying, let him try Craigenputtock. He took 
her jest in earnest. Why should he not farm Craigen- 
puttock ? Why should not she, as she was still 
willing to be his life companion, live with him there ? 
Her father had been bom in the old manor-house, and 
had intended to end his days there. To himself the 
moorland life would be only a continuance of the same 
bappy mode of existence which he had known at Main- 
hill. In such a household, and in the discharge of 
the commonest duties, he had seen his mother become 
a very paragon of women. He did not understand, or 
he did not wish to understand, that a position which 
may be admirably suited to a person who has known 
no other, might be ill-adapted to one who had been 
bred in luxury and had never known a want uncared 
for. The longer he reflected on it, the more desirable 
the plan of taking Craigenputtock appeared to him 
to be. 


To Miss Welsh. 

Pentonrillo: Jan* 9, 1825. 

I trust that the same cheerful spirit of affection which 
breathes in every line of your last charming letter still 
animates you, and disposes you kindly towards me. I have 
somewhat to propose to you which it may require all your 
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love of me to make you look upon with favour. If you are 
not the best woman in the world, it may prove a sorry busi- 
ness for both of us. 

You bid me tell you how I have decided — what I mean 
to do. It is you that most decide. I will endeavour to 
explain to you what I wish ; it must rest with you to say 
whether it can ever be attained. You tell me you have land 
which needs improvement. Why not work on that ? in 
one word, then, will you go with me ? Will you be my own 
for ever ? Say yes, and I embrace the project with my 
whole heart. I send my brother Alick over to rent that 
Nithsdale fann for me without delay ; I proceed to it the 
moment I am freed from my engagements here ; I labour 
in arranging it, and iitting everything for your reception ; 
and the instant it is ready I take you home to my heiirth, 
never more to part from me, whatever fate betide us. 

I fear you think this scheme a baseless vision ; and yet 
it is the sober best among the many I have meditated — the 
best for me, and I think also, so far as I can judge of it, for 
yourself. If it take effect and be well conducted, I look 
upon the recovery of my health and equanimity, and with 
these, of regular prohtablc and natural habits of activity, 
as things which are no longer doubtful. I have lost them 
by departing from nature ; I must find tliem by returning 
to her. A stem experience has taught me this, and I am a 
fool if I do not profit by the lesson. Depend upon it, Jane, 
this literature which both of us are so bent on pursuing will 
not constitute the sole nourishment of any true human 
spirit. No tmth has been forced upon me, after more 
resistance, or with more invincible impressiveness than this. 
I feel it in myself. I see it daily in others. Literature is the 
wim of life. It will not, cannot, be its food. Wljat is it that 
makes blue-stockings of women, magazine hacks of men ? 
They neglect household and social duties. They have no 
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household and social enjoyments. Life is no longer with 
them a verdant held, but a Jtortus siccus. They exist pent 
up in noisome sti-eets, amid feverish excitements. They 
despise or overlook the common blessedness which Providence 
hiis laid out for all his creatures, and try to substitute for it 
a distilled quintessence prepared in the alembic of painters 
and rhymera and sweet singers. What is the result ? This 
ardent spirit parches up their nature. They become dis- 
contented and despicable, or wretched and dangerous. 
Byron and all strong souls go the latter way. Campbell and 
all the weak souls the former. ‘ Hinaus ! ’ as the Devil says 
to Faust. ‘ Hinaus ins freie Feld ! ’ There is no soul in 
these vapid ‘ articles ’ of yours. Away ! be men before 
attempting to be writers. 

You, too, are unhappy, and I see the reason. Yon have 
a deep, earnest, and vehement spirit, and no earnest task has 
ever been a.ssigncd it. You despise and ridicule the meanness 
of the things about you. To the things you honour you can 
only pay a fervent adoration which issues in no practical 
effect. Oh that I saw you the mistress of a house diffusing 
over human souls that loved you those clear faculties of 
order, judgment, elegance, which you are now reduced to 
spend on pictures and portfolios ; blessing living hcaits with 
that enthusiastic love which you must now direct to the 
distant and dimly seen. All this is in you. You have a 
lieart and an intellect and a resolute decision which might 
make you the model of wives, however widely your thoughts 
and your experience have hitherto wander^ from that 
highest distinction of even the noblest woman. I too have 
wandered wide and far. Let us return ; let us return 
together. Let us leam through one another what it is to 
live. Let us set our minds and habitudes in order, and 
grow under the peaceful sunshine of nature, that whatever 
fruit or flowers have been implanted in our spirits may ripen 
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wholesomely and be distributed in due season. ia 

g enius b l it thn lnah mnnhonrl ? f,hr pure 

refTection of a spirit in union with itself, discharging all 
common duties with more than common excellence ; cxtnict- 
ing from the many-coloured scenes of life in which it mingles 
the bumtifying princij)le which more or less pervades them 
all ? The rose in its full-blown fmgrance is the glory of the 
fields ; but there must be a soil and stem and leaves, or there 
will be no rose. Your mind and my own have in them 
many capabilities ; but the first of all their duties is to j>ro- 
vidc for their o>vn regulation and contentment. If theixj be 
an overplus to consecrate to higher ends it will not fail to 
show itself. If there be none, it were l)etter it should never 
attempt to show itself. 

But I must leave these genemlitics and avoid romance, 
for it is an ejirnest practical affair we are engaged in, and 
requires sense and regulation, not poetics and cnlhusiiism. 

Where then,* you ask me, ‘are the means of realising these 
results, of mastering the difficulties and deficiencies that 
beset us both ? ’ This too I have considei-ed ; tiie black 
cjitalogue of impediments Iiave {xissed again and again in 
review before me, but on the whole I do not think them in- 
sniTOountable. If you will undertsike to be my faithful 
heljior, as 1 will all my life be yours, I fear not to 
with them. ® " 

rim first, the lowest, but a mosc essential jioint, is that 
of funds. On this matter I have still little to tell yon that 
you do not know. I feel in general that I have ordinary 
faculties in me, and an ordinary dcgi*ce of diligence in 
using them, and that thousands manage life in comfort 
with even slenderer resources. In my present sUite my 
income^ though small, might to reasonable vvislu's be sulH- 
cienb ; were my health and faculties restored, it initjht Im- 
come abundant. Shall I confess to you this is a dilficuJty 
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which we are apt to overrate. The essentials of even elegant 
comfort are not difficult to procure. It is only vanity that is 
insatiable in consuming. To my taste cleanliness and order 
are far beyond gilding and grandeur, which without them are 
an abomination ; and for displays, for festivals, and parties I 
believe you are as indisposed as myself. What is the use of 
this same vanity ? Where is the good of being its slaves ? 
If thou and I love one another, if we discharge our duties 
faithfully and steadfastly, one labouring with honest, manful 
zeal to provide, the other with noble wife-like prudence in 
dispensing, have we not done all we can ? Are we not 
acquitted at the bar of our own conscience ? And what is 
it to us whether this or that Squire or Bailie be richer or 
poorer than we ? 

Two laws I have laid down to myself — that I must and 
will recover health, without which to think or even to live is 
burdensome or unprofitable ; and that I will not degenerate 
into the wretched thing which calls itself an author in our 
capitals, and scribbles for the sake of lucre in the periodicals 
of the day. Thank Heaven, there are other means of living. 
If there were not, I for one should beg to be excused. . . « 
On the whole I begin to entertain a certain degree of con- 
tempt for the destiny which has so long persecuted me. I 
will be a man in spite of it. Yet it lies ^vith you whether I 
shall be a right man, or only a hard and bitter Stoic. What 
say you ? Decide for yourself and me. Consent if you dare 
trust me, and let us live and die together. Yet fear not to 
deny me if your judgment so determine. It will be a sharp 
pang that tears away from me for ever the hope which now 
for year's has been the solace of my existence ; but better to 
endure it and aU its consequences than to witness and to 
cause the forfeit of your happiness. At times, I confess, 
when I hear you speak of your gay cousins, and contrast 
with their brilliant equipments my own simple exterior 
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Rnd scanty prosjjccts, and humble, but to me most dear and 

honourable-minded kinsmen, whom I were the veriest do" if 

I ceased to love and venerate and cherish for their tnio 

affection and the rugged sterling worth of their character— 

when I think of all this I could almost counsel you to cast me 

utterly away, and to connect yourself with one whose friends 

and station are more analogous to your own. But anon in 

some moment of self-love, I say proudly there is a spirit in 

me which is worthy of this maiden, which shall be worthy of 

her. I ynU teach her, I will guide her, I will make her 

happy. Together we will shara the joys and sorrows of 
existence. 

^ Speak, then. . , . Think well of me, of yourself, of our 
circumstances, and determine — Dare you trust me, dare you 
trust your fate with me, as I trust mine with you ? Judge if 
I wait your answer with impatience. I know you will not 
keep me waitme. Of course it will be necessary to explain 
all things to your mother, and take her serious advice 
i*especting them. For your other friends, it is not worth 
while consulting one of them. I know not that there is one 
among them that would give you as disintemsted advice as 
even , judging in my own cniiso. May God bless you and 
direct you. Decide as you will. 


Miss W elsh. after having lost Irving, had consented 
to be Carlyle s wife as soon as he was in a fair position 
to marry, m the conviction that she was connecting 
herself with a man who was destined to become 
brilliantly distinguished, whom she honoured for his 

andTn Silts, in whose society 

r .1, find a compensation 

of enrlier hopes. She was 
in this letter to be the mistress of a moorland 
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farming establishment. Had she felt towards Carlyle 
as she had felt towards his friend, she would perhaps 
have encountered cheerfully any lot which was to be 
shared with the object of a passionate affection. But 
the indispensable feeling was absent. She was invited 
to relinquish her station in society, and resign comforts 
which habit had made necessary to her, and she was 
apparently to sacrifice at the same time the very 
expectations which had brought her to regard a 
marriage with Carlyle as a possibility. She knew 
better than he what was really implied in the situation 
which he offered her. She knew that if farming on a 
Scotch moor was to be a successful enterprise, it would 
not be by morning rides, mehiphorical vituperation of 
* lazy hinds,’ and forenoons and evenings given up to 
poetry and philosophy. Both he and she would have 
to work with all their might, and with their own hands, 
with all their time and all their energy, to the extinc- 
tion of every higher ambition. Carlyle himself also 
she knew to be entirely unfit for any sueh occupation. 
The privations of it might be nothing to him, for he 
was used to them at home, but he would have to cease 
to be himself before he could submit patiently to a life 
of mechanical drudgery. She told him the truth with 
the merciless precision which on certain occasions dis- 
tinguished her. 


To Tfiomas Carlyle, 

Haddington : January 13, 1825* 

I little thought that my joke about your farming Craigeu- 
piiLtock vi'dS to be made the basis of such a serious and 
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extraordinary project. If yon had seen the state of per- 
plexity which your letter has thrown me into, you would 
have practised any self-denial rather than have WTitteu it. 
But there is no use in talking of what is done. Cosa /alia 
ha capo. The thing to bo considered now is what to do. 

You have sometimes asked me did I ever think ? For 
once in my life at least I have thought myself into a vertigo, 
and without coming to any positive conclusion. However, 
iny mind, such as it is, on the matter you have thus precipi- 
tately forced on my considemtion I will explain to you 
frankly and explicitly, as the happiness of us both requires. 
I love you, and I should be the most ungrateful and injudi- 
cious of mortals if I did not. But I am not in love with you ; 
that is to say, my love for you is not a passion which over- 
clouds my judgment and absorbs all my regards for myself 
and others. It is a simple, honest, serene alfection, made 
op of admiration and symjxithy, and better perhaps to found 
domestic enjoyment on than any other. In short, it is a love 
which injluencesydotis not makCy the destiny of a life. 

Such temperate sentiments lend no false colouring, no 
‘ rosy light * to your project. I see it such as it is, with all 
the ai-gumcnte for and against it. I see that my consent 
under existing circumstances would indeed secure to me the 
only fellowship and support I have found in the world, and 
perhaps, too shed some sunshine of joy on your e.xistonce, 
which has hithei^ been sullen and cheerless ; but, on the 
other liand, that it would involve you and myself in number- 
ed cares and difficulties, and expose me to petty tribu- 
lations which I want fortitude to despise, and which, not 
di^pia^l, would embitter the peace of us both. I do not 
wish for fortune more than is suflicient for my wanU-my 
natural ivante, and the artificial ones which habit has ren- 
dered nearly as importunate as the others. But I will not 
marry to hvc on less ; because in that case, everv inconvc- 


288 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE, 


nience I was subjected to would remind me of what I had 
quitted, and the idea of a sacrifice should have no place in a 
voluntary union. Neither have I any wish for grandeur j 
the glittering baits of titles and honours are only for children 
and fools. B iib I conceive it a duty which everyone owes to 
society, not to throw up that station in it which Providence 
has assigned him, and, having this conviction, I could not 
marry into a station inferior to my own with the approval of 
my judgment, which alone could enable me to brave the 
censures of my acquaintance. 

And now let me ask you, have you any certain livelihood 
to maintain me in the manner I have been used to live in ? 
any fixed place in the rank of society I have been bom 
and bred in ? No. You have projects for attaining both, 
capabilities for attaining both, and much more. Bub as yet 
you have not attained them. Use the noble gifts which God 
has given you. You have prudence — though, by the way, 
this last proceeding is no great proof of it. Devise then how 
you may gain yourself a moderate but settled income. Thi nk 
of some more promising plan than farming the most barren 
spot in the county of Dumfriesshire. What a thing that would 
be to be sure ! You and I keeping house at Craigenputtock 1 
I would as soon think of building myself a nest on the Bass 
rock. Nothing but your ignorance of the spot saves yon 
from the imputation of insanity for admitting such a thought. 
Depend upon it you could not exist there a twelvemonth. 
For my part I could not spend a month at it with an angel. 
Tliiuk of something else then. Apply your industry to carry 
it into effect ; your talents, to gild over the inequality of our 
births — and then we will talk of marrying. If all this were 
realised, I think I should have good sense enough to abate 
something of my romantic ideal, and to content myself with 
stopping short on this side idolatry. At all events I will 
marry no one else. This is all the promise I can or will 
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make. A positive engagement to marry a certain person at 
a certain time, at all haps and hazards, I have always con- 
sidered the most ridiculous thing on eoi'tb. It is either 
altogether useless or altogether misei-able. If the parties 
continue faithfully attached to each other, it is a mere cere- 
mony. If otherwise, it becomes a fetter, rivetting them to 
wix'tchcdness, and only to be broken with disgrace. 

Such is the result of my deliberations on this very 
serious subject. You may approve of it or not, but you 
cannot either persuade me or convince me out of it. My 
decisions, when I do decide, are unaltei-able as the laws of 
the Medes and Persians. Write instantly, and tell me that 
you are content to leave the event to time and distiny, 
and in the meanwhile to continue my friend and guardian, 
which you have so long faithfully been, and nothiwj more. 

It would be more agreeable to cti(iuette, and perhaps also 
to prudence, that I should adopt no middle coui'se in an 
affair such as this ; that I should not for another instant 
encounige an affection which I may never reward, and a hoj)e 
I may never fulfil, but aist your heart away from me at once, 
since I cannot embrace the resolution which would give me 
a right to it forever. This I would {issuredly do if you were 
like the generality of lovers, or if it were still in my power 
to be happy independent of your affection. Hut, as it is, 
neither etiquette nor prudence can obtain this of me. If 
there is any change to be made in the terms on which 
we liavc so long lived with one another, it must be made by 
you, not by me. 

An ordinary person who had ventured to mako such 
a proposal as Miss Welsh h;id declined, would have bet*ii 
supremely foolish if he had supposed that it could be 
acceded to; or supremely selfish if he had posses^ed 
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sufiBcient influence with the lady whom he was address- 
ing to induce her to listen to it. But Carlyle was 
in every way peculiar. Selfish he was, if it be selfish- 
ness to be ready to sacrifice every person dependent on 
him, as completely as he sacrificed himself, to the aims 
to which he had resolved to devote his life and talents. 
But these objects were of so rare a nature, that the 
person capable of pursuing and attaining them must 
be judged by a standard of his own. His rejoinder to 
this letter throws a light into the inmost constitution 
of his character. He thanked Miss Welsh for her 
candour ; he was not offended at her resoluteness ; but 
also, he said, he must himself be resolute. She showed 
that she did not understand him. He was simply con- 
scious that he possessed powers for the use of which he 
was responsible, and he could not afford to allow those 
powers to run to waste any longer. 


To Mias Welsh, 

Fentonville: Jan. 20. 1825. 

It were easy for me to plant myself upon the pinnacle of 
my own poor selfishness, and utter a numbei' of things pro- 
ceeding from a very vulgar sort of pride. It were easy also 
to pour out over the affair a copious effusion of sentimental 
cant. But to express in simplicity the convictions of a man 
wishing at least with his whole hcjut to act as becomes him, 
is not ciisy. Grant me a patient hearing, for I have things 
to say that require earnest consideration from us both. 

In the fiist place, however, I must thank you heartily for 
your candour. Your letter beais undoubted eridcnce wthin 
itself of being a faithful copy of your feelings at the moment 
it was written ; and tliis to me is an essential point. Your 
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^lutcncss does not offend me ; on the contrary I ai»j)laud 
it. Woe to us both if we cannot be resolute. The miserable 
man is he who halts between two opinions, who would and 
would not ; who longs for the merchandise and will not ])art 
with tlie price. ITc who has dared to look his destiny, how- 
ever frightful, stcdfjistly iu the face, to inciisurc his strength 
with its diihculties, and once for all to give up what ho ciiii- 
not reach, has already ceased to be miserable. 

Your letter is dictated by good sense and sincerity ; but 
it shows me that you have only an iini)crfect view of my 
present purposes and situation ; there arc several mistakcc 
m It, expressed or implied. It is a mistake to suppose that 
want of self-denial had any material share in causing this 
proposal. I hojo that I should at all Limes rather sulTer 
paiu myself than transfer it to you ; but here was a very 
difTercnt case. For these many months the voice of every 
persuasion in my conscience Ikis Iw'en thundering to me as 
with the Trump of the .Archangel : ^ran ! thou ait going to 
destruction. Thy nights and days are spent in torment ; 
thy l.uirt 13 w;usting into entire bitterness. Thou art making 
ess of life than the dog tliot sleeps upon thy hearth. Up, 
hapless mortal \ Up and rc-build thy destiny if thou const I 
Up in the name of God, that God wl.o sent thee hither for 
other pui-poses than to wander to and fro, hearing the fire of 
hell in an iinguilLy bosom, to suffer in vain silence, and to 
die without ever Iiaving lived ! Now, in exploring the 
chaotic struclura of my fortunes, I find my affection for you 
mtertwimd with every part of if; connected with whatever 
^ holiest in my feelings or most impe-rative in my duties, 
t 13 iiceessiiry for me to un.lei-sbind completely how this 
matter stands ; to investigate my own wishes and powers in 
^aid to it ; to kiiow of you both what you will do uiul %vbat 
you wi 1 not do. These things once clearly settled, our line 
of conduct wiU be clear also. It was iu such a spirit that I 

lU— 2 
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made this proposal ; not, as you suppose, grounded on a 
casual jest of youi-s, or taken up in a moment of insane 
selfishness ; bub deliberated with such knowledge as I had 
of it for mouths, and calmly decided on, as with all its 
sbi-angeness absolutely the best for both of us. There was 
nothing in it of the love and cottage theory, which none but 
veiy young novel writere now employ theh thoughts about. 
Had you accepted it, I should nob by any means have thought 
tlie battle won. I should have hailed your assent, and the 
disposition of mind it bespoke, with a deep but serious joy ; 
with a solemn hope as indicating the distinct possibility that 
two true hearts might be united and made happy bhi'ough 
each other ; might by their joint unwearied elfoits be trans- 
planted from the baiTcu wilderness, where both seemed out 
of place, into scenes of pure and wholesome activity, such as 
nature fitted both of them to enjoy and adorn. You have 
rejected it, I think wisely ; with your actual puiposes and 
views we should both have been doubly wretched had you 
acted othenvise. Your love of me is completely under the 
control of judgment and subordinated to other principles of 
duty or expediency. Your happiness is not by any means 
irretrievably connected with mine. Believe me, I am not 
hurt or angry. I merely wished to know. It was only in 
brief moments of enthusiasm that I ever looked for a different 
result. Jly plan was no wise one if it did not include the 
chance of your denial as well as that of your assent. 

The maxims you proceed by are those of common and 
acknowledged prudence ; aud I do not say that it is not wise 
in you to walk exclusively by them. But for me, my case is 
IxicuUar ; and unless I adopt other than common maxims, I 
look upon my ruiu as already sure. In fact I cannot but 
perceive that the statioiis from winch we have looked at life, 
and formed our schemes of it, are in your case and mine 
essentially different. You have a right to anticipate excite- 
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incnfc and cnjojment. The highest blessing I anticipate is 
peace. You are bound to pay deference to the criticisms of 
others, and expect their approbation ; I, to pay compara- 
tively little deference to their criticisms, and to overlook 
their contempt. This is not strange ; bub it accounts for the 
wide discrepancy in our principles and intentions and demands 
the serious study of us both. 

In your opinion about sacrifices, /<»// to he I entirely 
agree ; but at the same time need I remind your warm and 
generous heart that the love which will not make sacrifices to 
its object is no proper love ? Grounded in admiration and 
the feeling of enjoyment, it is a fit love for a picture or a 
statue or a poem j bub for a living soul it is nob fit. Alas ! 
without deep sacrifices on both sides, the possibility of our 
union is an empty dream. It renjains for ns both to deter- 
mine what extent of sacrifices it is woith. To me, I confess 
the union with such a spirit as yours might be, is worth all 
price bub the sacrifice of those very principles which would 
enable me to deserve and enjoy it. 

Then why not make an effort, attain rank and wealth, and 
confidently ask what is or might be so precious to me ? 
Now, my best friend, are you sure that you have everfonned 
to yourself a tnie picture of me and my circumstances ; of a 
man who has spent seven long years in incessant torture, 
till his heart and head are alike darkened and blasted, and 
who secs no outlet from this state but in a total alteration of 
the puriioses and exertions which brought it on. I must not 
and cannot continue this sort of life ; my patience with it is 
utterly gone. It were better for me on (he soberest calcula- 
tion to be dead than to continue it much longer. Even of 
my existing capabilities I can make no regular or proper use 
till it is altered. These capabilities, I have long seen witli 
regret, are painted in your kind fancy under far too favour- 
able colours. I am not without a certain conscioiisness of 
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the gifts that are in me ; but I should mistake their nature 
widehj, if I calculated they would ever gnide me to wealth 
and preferment or even certainly to litemry fame. As yet 
the best of them is very immature ; and even if they should 
come forth in full strength, it must be to other and higher 
ends that they are dii-ectcd. How then ? Would I invite a 
getierous spirit out of aflluence and respectability to share 
with me obscurity and poverty ? Not so. In a few months 
I might be realising from literatiu’c aud other kindred 
exertions the means of keeping povertf/ at a safe distance. 
Tlie elements of real comfort, which in your vocabulary and 
mine, I think, has much the same meaning, might be at my 
disi^osal ; and farther than this I should thinl< it injudicious 
to expect that external circumstances could materially assist 
me in the conduct of life. The rcst must depend upon my- 
self and the regulation of my own alfeutions and habits. 

Now this is what I would do were it in my power. I 
would ask a generous spirit, one whose hapjnness deiKjndcd 
on seeing me happy, and whose temper and purposes wei*c 
of kindred to my own — I would ask such a noble being to 
let ns unite our resources — not her wealth and mnk merely, 
for these were a small and unessential fnictiou of the pmyer, 
but lier judgment, her patience, j)nidcncL*, her true affection, 
to mine ; and let us try if by neglecting what was not im- 
I^ortant, and striving with faithful and insepai-able hearts 
after what was, we could not rise above the miserable 
obstructions that beset us both into regions of serene dignity, 
livinir as became us in the siirht of God, and all reasonable 
men, happier than millions of our brethren, and each ac- 
knowledging with fervent gratitude that to tlie other he and 
slio owed all. You are such a generous spirit. Bub your 
purposes and feelings arc nob such. Perhaps it is happier 
for you that they are nob. 

This, then, is an outline intended to be true of my un- 
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happy fortunes and strange principles of action. Both, I 
fear, arc equally repulsive to you, yet the former was meant 
for a faithful picture of what destiny has done to me, and 
the latter arc positively the best arms which iny resources 
oiler me to war with her. I have tliought of these things 
till my bniin was like to crack. I do not pretend that my 
conclusions are indubitable, I am still open to better light. 
But this at present is the best I have. Bo you also think of 
all this ? not in any spirit of anger, but in the spirit of love 
and noblemindedncss which you have always shown me. If 
we must part, let us jxirt in tenderness and go forth upon 
our several pj»ths lost to the future, but in possession of the 
p;\st. 

T. Caulyi^e. 

The functions of a biognipher are, like the functions 
of a Greek chorus, occasionally at the important moments 
to throw in some moral remarks which seem to fit the 
situation. The chorus after such a letter would remark, 
perhaps, on the subtle forms of self-tleception to which 
the human heart is liable, on the momentous nature of 
marriage, and how men and women plunge heedlessly 
into the net, thinking only of the satisfaction of their 
own immediate wishes. . . . Self-sacrifice it might say 
was a noble thing. But a sacrifice which one person 
might properly make, the other might have no reason- 
able right to ask or to allow. It would conclude, how- 
ever, that the issues of human acts are in the hands of 
the gods, and would hope for the best in fear and 
trembling. Carlyle spoke of self-denial. The selMenial 
which he was prepared to make was the devotion of his 
whole life to the pursuit and setting forth of spiritual 
truth ; throwing aside every nu*aner ambition. But 
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apostles in St. Paul’s opinion were better unwedded. 
The cause to which they give themselves leaves them 
little leisure to care for the things of their wives. To 
his mother Carlyle was so loving, 

That lie mlglib not bcteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. 

This was love indeed — love that is lost in its object, 
and thinks first and only how to guard and foster it. 
His wife he would expect to rise to his own level of 
disinterested self-surrender, and be content and happy 
in assisting him in the development of his own destiny. 
And this was selfishness — selfishness of a rare and 
elevated kind, but selfishness still ; and it followed him 
throughout his married life. He awoke only to the con- 
sciousness of what he had been, when the knowledge 
could bring no more than unavailing remorse. He ad- 
mired Miss Welsh ; he loved her in a certain sense ; but, 
lilce her, he was not in love. In a note-book written long 
after I find the following curious entry in her hand. 

"SVliut the greatest philosopher of our day execrates 
loudest in Thackeray’s new novel — finds indeed ‘ altogether 
false and damnable iii it’ — is that love is represented as 
spreading itself over our whole existence, and constituting 
the one grand interest of it ; whereas love — the thing people 
call love — is confined to a very few ycai-s of man’s life ; to, in 
fact, a quite insignificant fraction of it, and even then is but 
one thing to be attended to among many infinitely more 
important things. Indeed, so far as he (Mr. C.) has seen 
into it, the wliole concern of love is such a beggarly futility, 
that in an heroic .age of the world nobody would be at the 
pitins of think of it, much less to open liis mouth upon it. 
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A person who had known by experience the thing 
called lovCy would scarcely have addressed such a 
vehemently unfavourable opinion of its nature to the 
woman who had been the object of his affection. He 
admired Miss Welsh. Her mind and temper suited him. 
He had allowed her image to intertwine itself with all 
his thoughts and emotions; but with love his feeling 
for her had nothing in common but the name. There 
is not a hint anywhere that he had contemplated as a 
remote possibility the usual conseejuence of a marriage^— 
a family of children. He thought of a wife as a com- 
panion to himself who would make life easier and 
brighter to him. liut this was all, and the images in 
which he dressed out the workings of his mind served 
only to hide their real character from himself. 

Miss Welsh’s explanation of the limits of her ret^aid 
had made so little impression that she found it neces- 
sary to be still more candid. 


You assure me (she replied in answer to this long letter) 
that you are not hurt or angry. Docs this imply tliat there 
is some room for your being hurt or angry— that I have done 
or said what might have angered another less generous than 
fou ? I think so. Now room for di&ippointmenb there 
be, but surely there is none for mortiJication or offence. 
I have refused my immediate assent to your wishes because 
our mutual happiness seemed to rejuire that I should refuso 
«t. But for the rest I have not slighted your wLshes ; on the 
contmry, 1 have expressed my wilUngness to fulfil them at 
the cxjiense of everything but what I deem essential to our 
happiness ; and, so far from undervaluing von, I hax e sliowu 
you, m declaring that I would marry „o one else, not only 
that I esteem you above all the men I liuve ever s^on. but 
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also that I am persuaded I should esteem you above all the 
mcQ I may ever see. TVhat, then, have you to be hurt or 
angry at ? 

The maxims I proceed by (you tell me) are those of 
common and acknowledged prudence ; and you do not say it 
is unwise in me to walk by them exclusively. The maxims 
I i-U'oceed by are the convictions of my own judgment ; and 
being so it would be unwise in me not to proceed by them 
whether they are right or ^vrong. Yet I am prudent, I fear, 
only because I am not strongly tempted to be otherwise. 
IVIy heart is capable (I feel it is) of a love to which no 
deprivation would be a sacrifice — a love which would over- 
leap that reverence for opinion with which education and 
weakness have begirt my sex, would bear down all the 
restraints ^vhich duty and expediency might throw in the way, 
and can-y every thought of my being impctuoiLsly along with 
it. But the all-perfect mortal who could inspire me with a 
love BO extravagant is nowhere to be found ; exists nowhere 
but in the romance of my own imagination. Perhaps it is 
better for me as it is. A passion like the torrent in the 
violence of its course might perhaps too, like the torrent, 
leave ruin and desolation behind. In the meantimel should 
be mad to act as if from the influence of such a passion while 
my afl'ections are in a state of perfect tranquillity. I have 
already explained to you the nature of my love for you ; that 
it is deep and calm, more like the quiet river which refreslies 
and beautifies where it flows, than the torrent which beam 
down and destroys : yet it is materially different from what 
one feels for a statue or a pictum. 

‘ Then wliy not attain wealth and mnk ? * you say ; and it 
is you who have said it, not I. Wealth and rank, to be Bum, 
have different meanings, according to the views of different 
people ; and what is bare sufficiency and respectability in the 
vocabulary of a young lady may be called wealth and rank in 
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that of a philosopher. But it certainlj was not wealth or 
rank according to my views which I requiifd you to attain. 
I merely wish to see you earning a ccrUiin livelihood, and 
exercising the profession of a gentleman. For the rest, it is a 
matter of great indilTeixjiicc to me whether you have hundreds 
or thousands a year ; whether you ai*e a ‘ Mr. * or a * Duke.’ 
To me it seems that iny wishes in this ivspect are far from 
unreasonable, even when your peculiar iuaxim.saiid situation 
are taken into account. 

Nor was it wholly with a view to improvement in your 
external circumstances tliat I have made their fulfilment a 
condition to our union, but also with a view to some improve- 
ment in my sentiments towards you which might be brought 
about ill the meantime. In withholding this matter in my 
former letter I wiis guilty of a false and ill-timed reserve. 
My tenderness for your feelings betrayed me into an 
insincerity which is not iiatund to me. I thought that the 
most decided objection to yonr circumstances would imin you 
less than the least objection to youi-self. While, in truth, it 
is in some measure grounded ou both. 1 must be sincere’, I 
find : at whatever cost. * 


As 1 have said, then, in requiring you to better your 
fortune, I had some view to an improvement in my senti- 
menU. I am not sure that they are projier sentiments for a 
husband. They arc proper for a brother, a father, a guardian 
spint ; but a hasband, it seems to me, should be dearer still. 
At the same time, from the change which iny sentiments 
towai-ds you have already undergone during the period of our 

in time t shall he 

^rf(^tly satisfied with them. One loves you, as Madame de 
Steel said, in proportion to the ideas and sentiments which 
are m oneself. According as my mind enlarges, and my 
heart improves, I become cajiable of comprehending ihl 
goodne.ss and greatness which arc in you. and my affection 
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for yoa increases. Not many months ago I would have said 
it was impossible that I should ever be your mfe. At present 
I consider this the most probable destiny for me, and in a 
year or two perhaps I shall consider it the only one. Die 
Zeit ist noch nicht da ! 

From what I have said it is plain (to me at least) what 
ought to be the line of our future conduct. Po you what 
you can to better your external circumstances ; always, how- 
ever, suhordinately to your own principles, wliich I do not 
ask you to give up ; which I should despise you for giving up 
whether I approved them or no— while I, on the other hand, 
do what I can, suhordinately to nothing, to better myself ; 
which I am persuaded is the surest way of bringing my 
wishes to accord with yours ; and let us leave the rest to fate. 

Miss Welsh had been perfectly open ; and had she 
ended there, Carlyle — if persons in such situations were 
ever as wise as they ought to be — would have seen 
from this frank expression of her feelings that a 
marriage with himself was not likely to be a happy 
one for her. He had already dimly perceived that 
the essential condition was absent. She did not love 
him as she felt that she could love. As little, how- 
ever, could she make up her mind to give him up or 
consent that, as he had said, ‘ they should go forth their 
several ways.’ She refused to believe that he could 
mean it. ‘How could I,* she said, ‘part from the only 
living soul that understands me? I would marry you 
to-morrow rather; our parting would need to be 
brought about by deiith or some dispensation of Provi- 
dence. Were you to will it, to part would no longer be 
bitter. The bitterness would be in thinking you 
unworthy.' 
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The serious tone changed ; the mocker 3 ' at the 
Craigenputtock farm project came back, with the 
strong sense playing merrily beneath it. 


Will you be done with this wild scheme of yours ? I tell 
you it will not answer, and you must play Cincinuatus some- 
where else. With all your tolerance of places you would not 
find at Craigenputtock the requisites you require. The light 
of hcjwen to be sure is not denied it ; but for green gi-ass 1 
Beside a few cattle fields there is nothing except a waste 
prospect of heather and black peat moss. Piaine and delve 
will you ? In the first place there is uotliing to prune : and 
for delving, I set too high a value on yoiu* life to let you 
engage in so perilous an cntei'prisc. Were you to attein]>t 
such a thing there are twenty chances to one that you would 
be swallowed up in the moss, spade and all. In short, I 
presume, wliatever may be your/arwiny talents, you are not 
an accompUslied cattle-drover, and nobody but a peraon of 
this sort could make the rent of the place out of it. Were 
you to engage in the concern, we should &U be ruined 
together. 


Part with Carlyle, however, she would not, unless lio 
himself wished it. 

I know not (she says in a following letter) how your spirit 
has gained such a mastery over mine, in spite of my pride 
and stubbornness. But so it is. Though self-willed as a 
mule with others, I am tractable and submissive towards you. 
I hearken to your voice as to the dictates of a second con- 
Kicnce ha^ly less awful to me than that which nature has 
implanted in my breast. How comes it then that you have 
this power over me ? for it is not the effect of your genius 
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and virtne merely. Sometimes in my serious moods I believe 

lb IS a charm wbh which my good angel has fortified mv 
heart against evil, ^ 

Thus matters drifted on to their consummation, 
liie stem and powerful sense of duty in these two 
remarkable persons held them true through a long and 

course of elevated action 
which they had both set before themselves. He never 
swerved from^ the high aims to which he had resolved 
to devote himself. She, by never failing toil and 
watchfulness, alone made it possible for him to accom- 
plish the work which he achieved. But we reap as 
we have sown. Those who seek for something more 
(lian happiness in this world must not complain if 
happiness is not their portion. She had the companion- 
sliip of an e.xtraordinary man. Her character was 
braced by the contact with him, and through the 
incessant self-denial which the determination that he 
should do his very best inevitably exacted of her. But 
she was not happy. Long years after, in the late 
evening of her laborious life, she said, ‘I married for 
ambition, Cariyie has exceeded ail that my wildest 
hopes ever imagined of him— ami I am miserable.’ 
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CHATTICR XVir. 

A.D. 1825. Ai'r. 2U. 

By the beginning of January the ‘Life of Schiller’ was 
finished. Carlyle lingered in London for a few weeks 
longer. The London publishers had their eye on him, 
and made him various offers for fresh tianslations from 
the German ; for a life of Voltaire; for other literary 
biographies. For each or all of these they were ready 
to give him, as they said, fair terms. He jicstponed 
his decisit-n till these terms could be agreed on. Mean- 
while he was as usual moody and discontented ; in a 
hurry to be gone from London, and its ‘ men of letters,* 
whom he liked less and less. 

To John Carlyle, 


Ix>ndon : January 22, 1825. 

With i-ogard to my own movements after the conclusion of 
this most small of litcmiy’ labom-s, there is yet nothing fi.ved 
detenuinately. lhat I shall I'ctum to Scotland pretty soon is, 
I think, the only jKiint entirely decided. Here is nothing 
adequate to induce my continuance. The |X’opIc are stiqtid 
and noisy, and I live at the easy rate of five and forty 
shillings per week I I say the people are stupid not alto- 
gether unadvisedly. In point either of intellectual and nioud 
culture they are some degrees below even the inhabitants of 
the ‘ modem Athens.* I have met no man of true head and 
heart among tliem. Coleridge is a mass of riclicat spices 
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putrefied into a dungliil]. I never hear him tawlk without 
feeling ready bo worship him, and toss him in a blanket. 
Thomas Campbell is an Edinburgh made still 

smaller by growth in a foreign soil. Irving is enveloped 
with delusions and difficulties, wending somewhat down hill, 
to what depths I know not ; and scarcely ever to be seen 
without a host of the most stolid of all his Majesty’s Clnistian 
people sitting round him. I wonder often that he does not 
buy himself a tar-barrel, and fairly light it under the Hatton 
Garden pulpit, and thus once for all ex fumo giving luum^ 
bid adieu to the gross binin-oil concern altogether. The 

poor little . I often feel that were I as one of these 

people, sitting in a whole body by the cheek of my oum wife, 
my feet upon my own hearth, I should feel distressed at 
seeing myself so very poor in spirit. Literary men I The 
Devil in his own good time take all such literary men. One 
sterling fellow like Schiller, or even old Johnson, would take 
half a dozen such creatures by the nape of the neck, between 
liis finger and thumb, and carry them forth to the nearest 
common sink. Save Allan Cunningham, an honest Nitbsdale 
peasant, there is nob one man among them. In short, it 
does not seem worth wdiile to spend five and forty sliillings 
weekly for the privilege of being near such pen-men. 


To live in London and become enrolled in the un- 
illustrious fellowship, Carlyle felt to be once for all 
impossible. But what was to be the alternative? Miss 
Welsh had condemned the farming project; but the 
opinion at jVIainhill was not so unfavourable. If a good 
farm could be found, his brother Alexander was ready to 
undertake to set it going. His mother or a sisterwould 
manage the house and dairy. To his father, who was 
experienced in such matters, that Tom should take to 
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them as he had done appeared neither wild nor un- 
fejisible. He might, indeed, go back to Edinburgh and 
take pupils again. Mr. Buller was prepared to send 
his son Arthur to him, and go on with the 200;.a-year. 
One of theStracheys might come, and there were hopes 
of others; but Carlyle hated the drudgery of teaching, 
and was longing for fresh air and freedom. 

He had sent ‘ Schiller ’ to his mother. 


The point next to be considered (lie wrote to her) is what 
shall be done with the author of this mighty work ? He is 
a deserving youth, with a clear conscience, but a bad bad 
stomach, ^^^lat shall be done with him ? After much con- 
sideration, I had resolved in the first instance to come home 
Irving wants a week of talk with me before I go. By the 
tune that is done I shall have settled my affah’s here, taken 
leave of the good people, and be about ready to take fliirht 
1 am not coming by sea, so take no thought of it Mv last 
voyage satisfied me with sailing ; with regard to my sub- 

nTif considemtion;but 

not an hour of loitering, I have set out before my mind 

T '' vf ^ tile 

game. I will recover my health, though all the books in the 

unuei-se should go to smoke in the process. I will be -i 

Should i 

20 



3o6 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


an apartment in the house for my writing operations, and 
going on in our scvei-al vocations with all imaginable energy ? 
You must take counsel with the whole senate on this matter. 

I muit have a house of my own (a bit haddin o’ my ain ), 

where I can enjoy quiet and free air, and have liberty to do 
as I list ; and I see no scheme so likely in the actual state of 
matters as this. Tell AUck to look about liim on all sides 
for such a thing ; a farm with a comfortable house to live in, 
and at a rent which we can front. I shall have 200Z. in my 
pocket when I return, notwitlistanding the horrible ex- 
pensivencss of this place ; and that, with what we have 
already, ought to put us on some sort of footing. Were we 
once begun I could write at a modci-ate rate without in- 
juring myself, and make a handsome enough thing of it 
within the year. And for my health, with riding, gardening, 
and so forth, it would to a certainty improve. Could I live 
without taking drugs for three months, I should even now be 
perfectly well. But drencliing oneself with castor oil and 
other abominations, how can one be otherwise than weak and 
feckless ? I must and will come out of this despicable state ; 
nor on the whole have I any great doubts about succeeding. 
Often of late I have even begun to look upon my long dismal 
seven years of pain as a sort of blessing in disguise. It has 
kept me clear of many temptations to degrade myself j and 
really wlicn I look back on my fonner state of mind, I 
scarcely see how, except by sickness or some most grinding 
calamity, I could have been delivered out of it into the state 
proper for a man in this world. Truly, as yon say, the ways 
of that Being who guides our destiny are wonderful, and past 
finding out. Let us trust that for all of us this will prove 
the best. 

The st-art of Schiller in the trade was less favourable 
than had been looked for and the offers from the 
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booksellers for future work, when they came to be 
specified, were not siitisfactory. Carlyle in consequence 
formed an ill opiuion of these poor gentlemen. 

The booksellers of the universe (he said) are bipeds of 
an erect form and speak articulately ; therefore they deserve 
the name of men, and from me at least shall always get it. 
But for the rest, their thoughts arc redolent of ‘solid 
pudding.’ They arc as the pack-horses of literature ; which 
the author should direct with a halter and a goad, and 
remunerate with clover and split l>cans. Woe to him if the 
process is reversed ; if he, with a noose about his neck, is 
tied to their nnsightly tail, and made to plash and spiawl 
along with them through every stank to winch their love of 
provant leads them. Better it were to be a domiright hairv 
cuddy, and crop thistles and gorse on any of the coininons 
of this Lsle. 

lie was more successful in making an arrangement 
with the publishers of ‘Wilhelm Meister* for further 
translations. It was arranged that he should furnish 
them with selections from Goethe, Tieck, IIoffmaTin, 
Jam Paul, and sevend others, enough to form the con- 
siderable book, which appeared in the following year, 
as specimens of Germ.in romance. With this work 
definitely in prospect, which he felt that he could 
execute with ease as a mechanical bisk, Carlyle left 
I^ndon at the beginning of jMareli, and left it with dry 
eyes. He regretted noMiing in it but Irving ; and 
Irving having taken now to interpretation of prophecy, 
and falling daily into yet wilder speculations, was 
almost lost to him. Their roads had long been diver- 
gent— Irving straying into the laud of dreams, Carlyle 
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into the hard region of unattractive truth, which as 
yet presented itself to him in its sternest form. The 
distance was becoming too wide for intimacy, although 
their affection for each other, fed on recollections of 
what had been, never failed either of them. Carlyle 
went down to Scotland, staying a day or two at Bir- 
mingham, and another at Manchester to see an old 
schoolfellow. When the coach brought him to Eccle- 
fechan be found waiting for him his little sister Jane, 
the poetess, who had been daily watching for his 
arrival. ‘ Her bonny little blush,’ he wrote long after, 
‘and radiancy of look when I let down the window and 
suddenly disclosed myself, are still present to me,* 

His relation with his family was always beautiful. 
They had been busy for him in his absence, and had 
already secured what he was longing after. Two miles 
from Mainliill, on the brow of a hill, on the right as 
you look towards the Solway, stands an old ruined 
building with uncertain traditions attached to it, 
called the Tower of Repentance. Some singular story 
lies hidden in the name, but authentic record there is 
none. The Tower only remains visible far away from 
the high slopes which rise above Ecclefechan. Below 
the Tower is the farm-house of Hoddam Hill, with a 
few acres of tolerable land attached to it. The pro- 
prietor, General Sharpe, was the landlord of whom the 
Carlyles held Mainhill. It had been occupied by 
General Sharpe’s factor ; but the factor wishing to 
leave, they had taken it at the moderate rent of 100^. 
a year for ‘ Tom,’ and Alick was already busy putting in 
the crops, and the mother and sisters preparing the 
house to receive him. They would have made a home 
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for him among themselves, and all from eldest to 
youngest would have done everything that allection 
could promi)t to make him happy. But the nanow 
space, the early hours, the noises inseparable from the 
active work of a busy household, above all, the neces- 
sity of accoinniodating himself to the habits of a large 
family, were among the evils which he reckoned that 
he must avoid, lie required a home of his own where 
he could be master of everything about him, and sit or 
move, sleep or rise, cat or fast, as he pleased, with no 
established order of things to interfere with him. 
llius Iloddain Hill was taken for him, and there he 
prepared to settle himself. 


This morning (he wrote to Miss Welsh from I^Iaiuhill on 
Marcli 23) they woke me with a tiuuult of loading carts 
w’ith aj>ji<u'atus for lloddani, a farm of which I, or brother 
Alick for me, am actually tenatjt. Think of this and rovc- 


i-ciice my savoir fnire. I have been to see the place, and I 
like it well so far as I am interested in it. There is a good 
house wIh iv I may establish myself in comfortable (piartei-s. 
1 he views from it arc su|Hjrb. There are hard smooth roads 


to gallop on towards any point of the compjuss, ami ample 
s)»acc to dig and prune umler the pure canopy of a wholesome 
sky. The ancient Tower of Repentance stands on a corner 
of the farm, a fit memorial for reflecting sinnei"s. ily mother 
and two little sisters go with us at Whitsunday— we expect 
them to manage well. Here, then, will I establish my home 
till I have conijuered the fiend that harasses me, and after- 
wanls my place of retreat till some more suitable ouc shall 


come within my reach. 


iVIiss W elsh had proiuised that as soon as he was 
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settled she would pay him and his mother a visit at 
Hoddam, that she might become acquainted with her 
future relations, and see with her eyes the kind of 
home which he was inviting her to share with him, 
ilis own imagination had made it into fairyland. 

% 

I will show you (he wrote) Kirkconnell churchyard and 
Fair Helen’s grave. I will take you to the top of Burnswark 
and wander with you up and down the woods and lanes and 
inoore. Earth, sea, and air are open to us here as well as any- 
where. The water of Milk ^ was flowing through its simple 
valley as early as the brook Siloa, and poor Repentance Hill is 
as old as Caucasus itself. There is a majestyand mystery in 
nature, take her as you will The essence of all poetry 
comes breathing to a mind that feels from every province of 
her empire. Is she not immovable, eternal and immense in 
Aiuiandalc as she is in Chamouni ? The chambers of the 
East arc opened in every land, and the sun comes forth to 
sow the earth with orient pearl. Night, the ancient mother, 
follows him with her diadem of stais; and Ai’cturus and 
Orion call me into the Infinitudes of space as they called the 
Druid jiricst or the shepherd of Chaldea. Bright creatures ! 
liow they gleam like spirits through the shadows of innumer- 
able ages from theii* tlu'ones in the boundless deptlia of 
heaven. 

\\n»o over f^Tizod upon thorn shining:, 

AoJ turiiud to curlb without ropiniog^ 

Nor wished for wings to fly uwuy 
To mix with ihoir elbvrcul my, 


The calm grace and even loveliness of this passage goes 
fuither than all liis arguments to justify Carlyle s 


' Oue of the sniiiU tributaries of tho Annao. 
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longing for a country home among his own people. It 
was already telling on the inmost fibres of his nature, 
and soothing into sleep the unquiet spirits that tor- 
mented him. 

I avoid as far as possible quoting passages from the 
‘Reminiscences/ preferring the contemporary record of 
his letters which were written at the time ; and because 
what is already there related does not need repeating. 
Rut in this year, when he was living among his own 
people, the letters are wanting, and one brief extract 
summing up the eflects and experiences of the life at 
lloddam may here be permitted. 


Hoddam Hill was a nciit compact little farm, runt 100/., 
which my father had leiused for me, on wliich was a prettyish 
little cottage for dwelling house ; and from the window such 
a view (fifty miles in radius from beyond Tyudale to be- 
yond St. Bees, Solway Firth and all the fells to luglcborough 
inclusive) us Britain or the world could hardly have matched, 
lleie the ploughing, &c., was already in progress which I 
often rode across to see. Here I establislied myself,* set up 
my books and bits of implcmcuts, and took to doing Gcrujan 
romance ;ls my daily work— ten pages daily my stint, which 
1 faitlifully accomplish, barring some rare accidents, Bjuther 
AUck was my practic.il fanner; my ever kind and beloved 
mother with one of the little girls was genex-ally there. 
Brother John too, oftcucst, who had just taken his degree— 
these with a little man and ditto maid were our establish- 
meut. . . . Tins year h;is a rustic dignity and beauty to me, 
and lies now like a not ignoble russet-coated idyll in my 
memory ; one of the quietest on the whole, and, perhaps, 

* Muy 20, 1825. 
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the most fcrimnphantly important; of my life. I lived very 
silent;, diligent, had long soUtaiy rides on my wild Irish horse 
Larry , good for the dietetic part. My meditatings, musings, 
and reflections were continual ; my thoughts went wander- 
ing or travelling through eternity, through time and space so 
far as poor I had scanned or known, and were now to my 
intinile solacemciit coming back with tidings to me. This 
year I found that I had conquered all my scepticisms, 
agonising doubtings, fearful wrestlings with the foul, vile and 
soul-murdering rnud-gods of my epoch ; had escaped as from 
a worac than Tartarus, with all its Phlegcthons and Stygian 
quagmires, and was emerging free in spirit into the etenial 
blue of ether, where, blessed be Heaven, I Iiave, for the 
spiritual part, ever since lived, looking dowTi upon the 
welterings of my poor fellow creatures in such multitudes 


and millions still stuck in that fatal element, and have had 
110 concern whatever in their Puseyistns, ritualisms, meta- 
physical controversies and cobwebberies, and no feeling of 
my own except honest silent pity for the serious or religious 
part of them, and occasional indignation for the poor world’s 
sake at the friiolous, secular, and impious part with their 
utiivemal sufTragus, their nigger emani-i[)atioiis, sluggard and 
scoundrel protection societies, and unexampl^ prosperities 
for the time being. "What my pious joy and gratitude then 
was, let the pious soul figure. In a fine and veritable sense, 
1 , poor, obscure, withonfc outlook, almost without worldly 
iiope had become independent of the world. What was death 
itself from the world to what I come through ? I under- 
stood well wliat the old Christian people meant by conversion 
— by God’s infinite mercy to them. I had in effect gained 
ail immense victory, and for a number of years, in spite of 
nerves and chagi-ins, had a constant inward happiness that 
was quite royal and supreme, in which all tempoml evil was 
transient and insignificant, and which essentially remains 
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with me still, though far oftener ecliijscd, and lying deeper 
down than then. Once more, thank Heaven for itT highest 
gift. I then felt, and still feel, endlessly indebted to Goethe 
in the business. He in his fashion, I perceived, had travelled 
the steep rocky road before me— the firet of the moderns. 
Bodily health itself seemed improving. Bodily health was 
all I had really lost in the grand spiritual battle now gained ; 
and that too I may have hoped would gradually return 
altogether — which it never did, and was far enough from 
doing. Jfeunwhile my thoughts were very peaceable, full of 
pity and humanity as they liud never been before. Nowhere 
can I recollect of myself such pious musings, cominunin<>^ 
silent and spontimeous with fact and nature, as in those poor 
Annandale localities. The sound of the kirk-bell once or 
twice on Sunday mornings (from Hoddam kirk, about a 
mile on the plains below me) was strangely touching, like the 
departing voice of eighteen huiuh-e<l years.' ° 

The industry which Carlyle describes di.l not show 
Itself immediately on his .settlement at Hoddam. The 
excitement of the winter months had left him ex- 
hausted; and for the first few weeks at least he was 
recovering himself in an idleness whieh showed itself 
in the improvement of Lis humour. In June he wrote 
to Miss Welsh : — 


I am gradually and steadily gathering health, and for my 
occupations they amount to zero. It is many a weary year 
smee I have been so idle or so happy. I read Richter and 
Jacobi; I ride and hoe cabbages, and, like Basil Monta«m, 
am a lover of all quiet things.* Sometimes somethinrr^in 
the 8hui)c of conscience says to me, ‘ You will please to 


’ Reminiictnetf. vol. i. p. 28 G et 
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observe, Mr. T uniin as, that time ig flying fast away, and yon 
arc poor and ignorant and unknown, and verging towards 
nine and twenty.^ What ia to become of you in the long 
run, Mr. Tumrnas ? Ai*e you not partly of opinion that 
you arc an ass ? The world is rmiuing past you. Ton are 
out of the battle altogether, my pretty sir : no promotion, 
knowledge, money, glory I * To which I answer, ‘ And what 
the devil is the matter ? AVhab have knowledge, money, 
glory, done for me hitherto ? Time, you say, is flying. Let 
it fly ; twice as fast if it likes.* I hope this humour will not 
be my final one. It is rather a holy time— aj?rtaf which 
exhausted natui'c has conquered for herself from all the fiends 
that assaulted and beset her. As strength returns, the 
battle will again commence ; yet never I tiaist with such 
fateful eagerness as of old. I see the arena of my life lying 
round me desolate and quiet as the ashes of Mount iEtna, 
Flowers and verdure will again spring over its smface. But 
I know that fire is still beueuth it, and that it, or I, have no 
foundation or endurance. Oli human life 1 Oh soul of 
man I But my paper is concluded. 


Carlyle could not long be idle. The weariness 
passed off. He U>ok up his translating work, and went 
on with it as he has related. An accident meanwhile 
precipitated the relations between himself and Miss 
Welsh, which Lad seemed likely to be long protracted, 
and, after threatening to separate them for ever, tiuew 
them more completely one upon the other. 

When Irving first settled in London he had opened 
the secrets of his heai*t to a certain lady with whom he 
W’as very intimately acquainted. He had told her of 

* Thirty — he wtw bora Decombor 4, 179^. 
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his love for his old pupil, and she had <lrawn from him 
that the love had been returned. She hud seen Irving 
Bacrilice himself to duty, and she had heard that his 
resolution had been sustained by the person to whom 
the surrender of their mutual ho[)Cs had been as bitter 
as to liimself. The lady was romantic, and had become 
profoundly interested. Flowing over with sympathy, 
she had herself commenced a correspondence w'ith 
Haddington. To Carlyle she wrote occasionally, because 
she really admired him. To Miss Welsh she introduced 
herself as one who was eager for her confidence, who 
was prepared to love her for the many excellences 
which she knew her to possess, and to administer balm 
to the wounds of her heart. 

Miss Welsh did not respond very cordially to this 
effusive invitation. It was not her habit to seek for 
sympathy from strangers ; but she replied in a letter 
which her new friend found extremely beautiful, and 
which stii-red her interest still deeper. The lady 
imagined that her young correspondent still pining 
in secret for her lost lover, and she was tempted to 
approach closer to the subject which had aroused her 
sympathies. She thought it would be well slightly to 
disiKuage Irving. She painted him as a pci-son whose 
inconstancy did not deserve a prolonged and hopeless 
affection. She too had sought to find in him the 
dearest of friends; but he had other interests and other 
ambitions, and any woman who concentrated her he<irt 
upon him would be disai>pointed in the retur n which 
she might meet with. 

The lady’s motive was admirable. She thought that 
she could assist in reconciling Miss Welsh to her dis- 
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appointment. In perfect innocence she wrote con- 
fidentially to Carlyle on the same subject. She 
regarded him simply as the intimate friend both of 
Miss ^^"eIsh and Irving. She assumed that he was 
acquainted with their secret history. She spoke of the 
affeetion which had existed between them as still 
unextinguished on either side. I'or the sake of both 
of them she wished that something might be done to 
imt an end to idle regrets and vain imaginings. 
Nothing she thought could contribute more to dis- 
enchant iMiss Welsh than a visit to herself in London, 

where she could see Irving as he was in his present 
siirioundings.* 

Miss \\ elsh had for two years never mentioned 
Irving to Carlyle except bitterly and contemptuously ; 
so bitterly indeed tliat he had often been obliged to 
remonstrate. Had he been less singleminded, a tone 
so marked and acid might have roused his suspicions. 
J»ut that Irving and she had been more than friends, 
if he had ever heard a hint of it, had passed out of 
his mind. Even the lady’s letter failed to startle him. 
He mentioned merely, when he next wrote to her, that 
the writer laboured under some strange delusion about 
her secret history, and had told him in a letter full of 
eloquence that her heart was with Irving in London. 

Miss Welsh felt that she must at least satisfy her 
ecstatic acquaintance tliat she was not pining for 

' No part of this language is the lady’s own. The substance of her 
Ipttera was repeated in the corres|)on<leiice which followed between 
Carlyle and I^iss Welsh. I h.are alluded to the .subject only because 
blrs. Carlyle said afterwards that but for the tinconsciotis action of a 
comparative stranger her eag.igcment with Carlyle would probably 
Oe%'ui‘ Lavu buL-u carried out. 
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another woman’s husband. She was even more explicit. 
She had made up her mind to marry Carlyle. She told 
her intrusive correspondent so in plain words, desiring 
her only to keep her secret. The lady was thunder- 
struck. In ordinary life she was high-flown, and by 
those who did not know her might have been thought 
affected and unreal ; but on occasions really serious she 
could feel and write like a wise woman. She knew 
that Miss Welsh could not love Carlyle. The motive 
could only be a generous hope of making life dearer, 
and want of health more endumble, to an honest and 
excellent man, while she might be seeking blindly to 
till a void which was aching in her own heart. She 
required Miss Welsh, she most solemnly atljurcd her, 
to examine herself, and not allow one who had known 
much disappointment and many sorrows to discover by 
a comparison of his own feelings with hers that she had 
come to him with half a heart, and had mistaken 
compassion and the self-satisfaction of a generous act 
for a sentiment which could alone sustain her in a 
struggle through life. Supposing accident should set 
Irving free, supposing his love to liave been inde- 
structible and to have been surrendered only in 
obedience to duty, and supposing him, not knowing of 
this new engagement, to come back and claim the 
heart from which an adverse fate had separated him, 
what m such a case would her feeling be? If she 
could honestly say that she would still prefer Carlyle 
then let her marry him, and the sooner the better If 
on the other hand, she was obliged to confess to herself 
that she could still find happiness where she had hoped 
to hnd It, Irving might still be lost to her: but in such 
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a condition of mind slie had no right to marry anyone 
else. 

With characteristic integrity Miss Welsh, on receiv- 
ing this letter, instantly enclosed it to Carlyle. She 
had been under no obligation, at least until their 
marriage had been definitively determined on, to inform 
him of the extent of her attachment to Irving. But 
sincere as she was to a fault in the ordinary occasions 
ot life, she had in this matter not only kept back the 
truth, but had purposely misled Carlyle as to the nature 
of her feelings. She felt that she must make a full 
confession. She had deceived him — wilfullj' deceived 
him. She had even told him that she had never cared 
for Irving. ' It was false,* she said. She had loved 
him — once passionately loved him. For this she might 
be forgiven. ‘ If she had shown weakness in loving a 
man whom she knew to be engaged to another, she had 
made amends in persuading him to marry the other, 
and save his honour from reproach.* But she had 
disguised her real feelings, and for this she had no 
excuse. She who had felt herself Carlyle’s superior in 
( heir late controversy, and had been able to rebuke him 
for selfishness, felt herself degraded and humbled in 
his eyes. If he chose to cast her off, she said that 
she could not say he was unjust ; but her pride was 
brolcen ; and very naturally, very touchingly, she added 
that he had never been so dear to her as at that 
moment wlien she was in danger of losing his affection 
and, what was still more precious to her, his respect. 

If Carlyle had been made of common stuff, so unex- 
pected a revelation might have tried his vanity. The 
actual effect was to awaken in him a sense of his own 
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unworthiness. Ue perceived that Miss was 

probably accepting him only out of the motives which 

her Ijondon correspondent suggested. His infirmities, 

mental and bodily-, might make him an unfit companion 

for her or indeed for any woman. It would be better 

for her once for all to give him up. lie knew, he said. 

that he could never make her happy. They might 

suffer at parting, but they would have obe3’ed their 

reason, and time would deaden the pain. No affection 

was unalterable or etenial. Men themselves, with all 

their passions, sank to dust and were consumed, lie 

must imitate her sincerity. Ho said (and he spoke with 

perfect truth) that there was a strange dark humour in 

him over which he had no control. If she tl. ought 

they were * blue devils, weak querulous wailings of a 

mind distempered,’ she would only show that she did 

not understand him. In a count ry towm she had seen 

nothing of life, and had grasped at the shadows that 

passed by her. First, the rude, smoky fire of lulward 

Irving seemed to her a star from heaven ; next, the 

quivering ignis fatuus of the soul that dwelt in him- 

self. The world had a thousand noble hearts that she 

did not dream of. What was he, an<l what was lus 

fathers house, that she should sacrifice henself for 
him ? 


"■■‘'"'•e— it was not at least in Miss 
\\elshs nature— that at such a time and under su. h 
circumstances she should reconsider her resolution. 
.She was staying with her grandfather at Templand 
when these letters were interchanged. She deter- 
mined to use the opportunity to pay the Carlyles her 
piomised visit, see him in his own home and hi.s own 
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circle, and there face to face explain all the past and 
form some scheme for the immediate future. Like 
the lady in London, she felt that if the marriage was to 
be, or rather since the marriage was to be, the sooner 
it was over now the better for everyone. Carlyle was 
to have met her on the road, and was waiting with 
horses ; but there had been a mistake. She was 
dropped by the coach the next morning at Kelhead 
Kilns, from which she sent him a little characteristic 
note. 


To Thomas Carlyle. 

Kelhead Kilns : Friday, Septombor 3, 1835. 

Good morning, Sii*. I am not at all to blame for your 
disappointment last night. The fault was partly your oum, 
and still more the landlady’s of the Commercial Inn, as I 
shall presently demonstrate to you vivB, voce. In the mean- 
time I have billeted myself in a snug little house by the 
wayside, where I purpose remaining with all imaginable 
patience till you can make it convenient to come and fetch 
me, being afraid to proceed directly to lloddam Hill in case 
so suddefi an apparition should throw tlio whole family into 
hysterics. If the pony has any prior engagement, never 
luiiid. I can make a shift to walk two miles in pleasant 
company. Any way, pray make all possible despatch, in 
Ciise the owner of these premises should think I intend to 
make a regular settlement in them. 

Youi's, 

Jane. 


The great secret, which had been known from the 
first to i^Irs. Carlyle and suspected by the rest, was now 
the open property of the family; and all, old and 
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young, with mixed feelings of delight and anxiety, 
were looking forward to the appearance of the lady who 
was soon to belong to them. 

She stayed with us above a week (Carlyle writes'), happy, 
as was very evident, and making happy. Her deiueiiiiour 
among us I could define as unsuqvissjxhle, spontaneously 
perfect. From the first moment all embarrassment, even 
my mother's, as tremulous and anxious as she naturally was, 
fled away without return. Everybody felt the all-pervading 
simple grace, the peifecb truth and ixufect trustfulness of 
that beautiful, cheerful, intelligent, and sprightly creature, 
and everybody was ])ut at lus ease. Tlie (juestionable visit 
was a clear success. She and I went riding about, the 
weather dry and grey, nothing ever going wrong with us ; my 
guidance taken as beyond criticism ; she ready for any pace, 
rapid or slow, melodious talk never wanting. Of eoui-se she 
went to Mainhill, and made complete acquaintance with niy 
father (whom she much esteemed and even admired, now 
and henceforth — a reciprocal feeling, stninge enough), and 
with my two elder sisteis, I^Iargaret, and Mary, who now 
officially kept house witli my father there. On the wljole, 
she came to know us all, saw fsicc to face us and the nigged 
peasant element and way of life we had ; and was not ufmid 
of it, but recognised, like her noble self, what of intrinsic 
worth it might have, what of real human dignity. She 
charmed all hearts, and was heiself visibly gla<l and happy, 
right loath to end these halcyon days, eight or perhaps nine 
the utmost apj>ointed sum of them. 


Two little anecdotes she used to tell of this vUit, 
showing that under peasants* dresses there was in the 
Carlyles the essential sense of deliciite high breeding. 

VOL. I. .>1 
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She was to use the girls* room at Mainhill while there ; 
and it was rude enough in its equipments as they 
lived in it. Margaret Carlyle, doing her little best, 
had spread on the deal table for a cover a precious 
new shawl which some friend had given her. More 
remarkable was her reception by the father. \Mien 
she appeared he was in his rough dress, called in from 
his farm work on the occasion. The rest of the family 
kissed her. The old man to her surprise drew back, 
and soon left the room. In a few minutes he came 
back again, fresh shaved and washed, and in his Sunday 
clothes. Now, he said, if Miss Welsh allows it, I am in 
a condition to kiss her too. When she left Hoddam, 
(/arlyle attended her back to Dumfries. 

As I rode with her (he says) she did not attempt to con- 
ceal her sorrow, and indeed our prospect aliead was cloudy 
enough. I could only say* Esperons, esperons.* To her the 
Haddington element had grown dreary and unfruitful; no 
geniality of life possible there, and I doubt not many paltry 
frets and coutmdictions. We left our hoi'scs at the Com- 
mercial Inn ; I walked with her, not in gay mood either, to 
lier grandmother’s threshold, and there had to say farewell. 
In iny whole life I cau recollect no week so like a sabbati) 
as that l»ad been to me — clear, peaceful, mournfully beautiful, 
and as if sacred, 

A few days after she was gone Carlyle wrote the 
following entry in his most intermittent journal : — 

Hoddam Hill, Sepfemhor 21, 1S25.— A hiatus valde 
d fhndus. Since the last line was WTitten, what a wander- 
in-'’ to and fro 1 how manv s;id vicissitudes of despicable 



CARLYLE ON H^fSELF. 


323 


suffering and inaction have I undergone I This little book 
and the desk that carries it have (Ktssed a summer and 
winter in London since I last ojHjned it ; and I, their foolish 
owner, have roamed about the brick-built Babylon, the sooty 
Brummagem, and Paris, the Vanity Vair of our modern 
world. Sfy mood of mind is changed. Is it improved ? 
IKe/*'** nicht. This stagnation is not peace ; or is it the 
|)eace of Galgacus’s Romans : * Ubi solitudinem faciunt, 
pacera apjMjllant.’ llow difficult it is to free one’s mind 
from cant I llow very seldom are the principles we act on 
clear to our owu reason ! Of the great nostrums, * forget- 
fuhiess of self * and * humbling of vanity,’ it were better 
therefore to Siiy nothing. In my sjK;ech concerning them 1 
overcharge the impression they have made on me, for my 
conscience, like my sense of pain and pleusm’e, has grown 
dull, and I secretly desire to compensate for laxity of feeU 
ing by intenseness of describing. How much of these gre;it 
nostrums is the product of ireccssity ? Am I like a sorry 
hack, content to teed on hciither while rich clover seems to 
lie around it at a little distance, because in struggling to 
break the tether it has almost hanged itself ? Oh that I 
could go out of the body to philosophise I that I could ever 
feel as of old the glory and magnificence of things, till my 
own little Me {mem kleines Ich) was swallowed up and 1)’<> 
in them. (Partly cant !) But I ciinnot, I cannot. Shall I 
ever more ? Golt weiss. At present I am but an abgerissenes 
Olied, a limb torn off from the family of man, excluded from 
acting, with pain for my com|»anion, and ho|>e, that comes to 
all, rarely visiting me, and, what is stranger, rarely desired 
with vehemence. Unhappy man, in whom the body has 
gained the ma.stcry over tlje soul I Inveise sensualist, not 
dra\sn into the r.ink of beasts by plciisure, but driven into it 
by pjiin ! Hush ! hush 1 Perliaps this is the truce whicli 
\\cary nature has conquered for herself to re-collect her scat- 

ui u 
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tered strength. Perhaps, like an eagle (or a goose) she will 
‘ renew her mighty youth * and fly against the sun ; or at 
least fish haddocks with equanimity, like other birds of 
similar feather, and no more lie among the pots, winged, 
maimed, and plucked, doing nothing but chirp like a chicken 
in the croup for the livelong day. ‘ Jook and let the jaw gae 
by,* my pretty sir. When this solitude becomes intolerable 
to you it will be time enough to quit it for the dreary blank 
which society and the bitterest activity have hitherto afforded 
you. You deserve considerable pity, Mr. C., and likewise 
considerable contempt. Heaven be your comforter, my 
worthy sir I You are in a promising condition at this pre- 
sent : sinking to the bottom, yet laid down to sleep ; destruc- 
tion brandishing his sword above you, and you quietly 
desiring him to take your life but spare your rest. Gott htlj 
Jhnen t Now for Tieck and his Runenberg. But first one 
whiff of generous narcotic. ‘ How gladly wc love to wander 
on the j)lain with the summit in our eye I ’ Ack Du metne 
Einzi<jc die Du mich liebst und Dich an mich anschmiegsU 
warum hin ick Dir tvie ein gebrochenes Rohr / Sollst Du 
niemals gliichUck werdon ? Wo bint Du heute Nacht ? 
Mbgen Friede und Liche utul HoJJ'nuny dcine Qefuhrten 
scyn / Lcb' u'ohl. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A.D. 1825. JET. 30. 

Miss Welsh had now seen with her own eyes the 
realities of life in a small Scotch farm, and was no 
longer afraid of it. She doubtless distrusted as much 
as ever Carlyle’s fitness in his own person for agricul- 
tural enteri^rises. But if his brother would take the 
work off his hands he could himself follow his own more 
proper occui)ations. She had recognised the sterling 
worth of his peasant family, and for her own part she 
was willing to share their method of existence, sharply 
contrasted as it was with the elegance and relative 
luxury of her home at Haddington. It was far other- 
wise with her mother. Mrs. Welsh’s romantic days ■ 
were not over. They were never over to the end of her 
life ; but she had no romance about Carlyle. She knew 
better than her daughter how great the sacrifice would 
be, and the experience of fifty years had taught her 
that resolutions adopted in enthusiasm are often re- 
pented of when excitement has been succeeded by the 
wearing duties of hard every-day routine. She was a 
cultivated, proud, beautiful woman, who had ruled as 
queen in the society of a Scotch provincial town. ]\Iany 
suitors had presented themselves for her daughter’s 
hand, unexceptionable in person, in fortune, in social 
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standing. Miss Welsh’s personal attractions, her talents, 
the fair if moderate fortune T^hich, though for the present 
she had surrendered it, must be eventually her own, 
would have entitled her to choose among the most 
eligible matches in East Lothian. It was natural, it 
was inevitable, independent of selfish considerations, 
that a mother could not look without a shudder on this 
purposed marriage with the son of a poor Dumfriesshire 
farmer, who had no visible prospects and no profession, 
and whose abilities, however great they might be, 
seemed only to unfit him for any usual or profitable 
pursuit. Added to this, Carlyle himself had not attracted 
her. She was accustomed to rule, and Carlyle would 
not be ruled. She had obstinate humours, and Carlyle, 
who never checked his own irritabilities, was impatient 
and sarcastic when others ventured to be unreasonable. 
She had observed and justly dreaded the violence of his 
temper, which when he was provoked or thwaried would 
boil like a geyser. He might repent aftenvards of these 
ebullitions; he usually did repent. But repentance 
could not take away the sting of the passionate ex- 
pressions, which fastened in the memory by the meta- 
phors with which they were barbed, especially as there 
was no amendment, and the offence was repeated on 
the next temptation. It will easily be conceived, 
therefore, that the meeting between mother and 
daughter after the Hoddam visit, and Miss Welsh’s an- 
nouncement of her final resolution, was extremely 
painful. Miss Welsh wrote to Carlyle an account of 
what had passed. His letter in reply bears the same 
emblem of the buming candle, with the motto, *TeraT 
dum which he had before sketched in his 
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journal. He was fond of a design which represented 
human life to him under its steraest aspect.* 

To Miss Welsh. 

llotldam Hill: Noremljer 4, 1825. 

... Let ns be patient and resolute, and trust in our- 
Kclvea and each otlier. I maintain that tlie weal of every 
human being, not perhaps his enjoyment or his sufTering, 
but his true and highest welfare, lies within himself. Oil 
that we had wisdom to put tliis weighty tnith in pnictioc : 

*0 know our duty — for a duty every living creature has — and 
to do it with our whole heart and our whole soul. This is 
the everlasting rock of man’s security against which no 
tempest or flood shall prevail. ‘ SufTicicntly provided for 
witliin,' the outward gifts or amercenunts of fortune arc but 
the soft or the hard materials out of which he is to build his 
fairest work of art, a life worthy of himself and the vocation 
wherewith he is called. But I am verging towards caut, so 
1 shall hasten to the right about. 

Your mother is not wise or just in spoiling the stinted 
enjoyments of your present way of life by the reflections and 
remonstrances with which she puisnes you. Her views of 
me ami my connection with you I cannot justly blame : they 
coincide too nearly with my own. But what, one might ask 
her, does she mean you to do? Anything ? If so, it were 
bi tter that she simply proposed it, and hacked it out by all 
attainable retisous in simplicity and quiet, that if just and 
fit you might go through with it at all haps and hazards in- ' 
stantly and completely. If, notliing, then silence is the least 
that can be asked of her. Rjx:i‘ch that lends not to action, 
still more that hinders it, is a nuisance on the earth. Bet us 
remember this, as well as call on otheis to remember it. But, 


' See p. 202. 
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aflcr all, wliere is tlie mighty grief ? /s it ruin for you to 
think of giving youi'self to me, here as I am, in the naked 
undisseinhled meanness of my actual state ? Consider tliis 
with a cold clear eye, not in the purple light of love, but in 
the sharp chill light of prudence. If your mind still hav^^^ 
any wavering, follow the truth fearlessly, not heeding me, 
for I am ready with alacrity to forward your anticipated 
happiness in any way. Or was this your love of me no 
girlish whim, but the calm, deliberate, self-offering of a 
woman to the man whom her reason and her heart had made 
choice of ? Then is it a crime in you to love me, whose you 
are in the sight of God and man ? 

The story of my temper is not worth much. 1 actually 
do not think myself an ill-natured man, nor even, all things 
considered, very ill-tcmpcred ! Really it is wearisome to 
think of these things. What counsel to give you I know 
nob. Submission has its limits. When nob based on con- 
viction it degenerates into hypocrisy, and encourages demands 
which perhaps ought to be resisted. But in asserting your 
rights be meek and reasonable. What is this caprice and 
sullcnncss in your mother but unhappiness in herself — an 
effort to increase her own scanty stock of satisfaction at your 
exjii'iise ; or rather to shift a portion of her own suffering 
upon you ? She cannot cease to love you, and this is saying 
much. For me I beg you to take no thought. Her anger 
at me, her Hvensiori to me, shall never be remembered 
against her. She thinks of me in the main, to the full as 
liighly as she ought ; and these gusts of unreasonable caprice 
should be met by increased equability, and steady forgiving 
self-possession, as aiigry gusts of wind are rendered harmless 
not by other conflicting gusts, but by a solid wall of stone 
and mortar. 

While on the Haddington side the contemplated 
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alliance was so distasteful, two letters from Miss 
Welsh, one to Carlyle’s mother, the other to his little 
sister Jane, show how playfully and prettily she had 
thrown herself into the ways of the Mainhill house- 
hold, and adopted their expressions. With Jane she 
had assumed the privilege of an elder sister, and 
charged herself with the direction of her education. 
Carlyle has written a short preface to each. 


To Mrs. CarlylCy Hoddam mil. 

[There are snatches of coterie speech in this letter, two 
quite of new date, brought from Hoddam Hill, which I must 
explain. 

* Broad Atlantic of his countenance * was a phntsc I had 
noticed in some stupidly adoring ‘ Life of Fox,’ and been in 
use to apply to my brother John, whose face also was broad 
enougli tand full of honesty and good humour, poor fellow !), 
From him also comes the other phrase, ‘ mixture of good 
and evil.’ He was wont in his babbly way, while at break- 
fast with mother and me, to remark when the Icjist thing 
was complained of or went wrong, * Nothing but evil in the 
world, mother ! ’ till one day mother took him sharply up on 
theological grounds. Ever onward from which he used to 
make it ‘ Nothing but a mLxture of good and evil.’ He had 
many mock utterances of this kind. ‘ Comes all to the 
s;wue ultimately,’ ‘ What d’ye think of life this morning ? * 
&c., over which we had our laughing and counter-laughing, 
borne with perfect gravity always, and perfect patience, but 
producing no abatement of the practice. One morning, 
however, he did get a retort, which rather stuck to him. 
Addressing bis mother with ‘Wliat d’ye think of life, 
mother?* ‘What does t’ou (thou) think o* death tho’?* 
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answered she with a veritably serious and crjpto-contemptn- 
ous tone, which was not forgotten again. 

‘ Christian comfoart ’ comes from a certain Mrs. Carruthers 
of Haregills, a cousin of my mother ; Bell by maiden name, 
solid, rather stupid, farmer’s \vife by station. Meeting once 
with Fmnk Dickson (a speculative Tartar he, unluckily for 
her), she had been heard to wind up some lofty lilt with, 
‘ Sir, it is the great soorce of Christian comfoart^ accent on 
the last syllable and sound oa^ Amnandale only. — T.O.J 

George Square, Edinburgh : November 14. 

My dear Mrs. Carlyle, — In the busy idleness of my 
|)resent situation I have little leisure to write or to do any 
rational thing ; but it is best I should fulfil my promise to 
you 7tow rather than wait for a more quiet season, that you 
may know that even the turmoil of a great city cannot seduce 
me into forgetfulness of the Hill. Indeed, the more I am in 
tlie way of what is commonly called pleasure, the more I 
think of the calm days which I spent under your roof. I 
have nc\ cr been so happy since ; thonirh I have been at 
several line entertainments, wlierc much thought and pains 
and money were ex])en(lcd to assemble the ingredients of 
enjoyment ; and this is no wise strange, since affection is the 
native element of my soul, and that I found in your cottage 
warm and pure, while in more splendid ha}»itations it is 
chilled wibli vanity, affectation, and selfishness. For ‘there 
is nothing but a mixture of good and evil in the world, 
mother ; ’ and thus some have ‘ the dinner of herbs where love 
is,’ others ‘ the stalled ox and hatred therewith.* 

I left Tcmpland on Thursday lust after many delays, but 
in no such dowicast mood as at ray demrture from the Hill. 
Indeed, I was never in my life more plc;ised to turn my face 
homewards, where, if I have not suitable society any mote than 
in Nithsdalc, I cxiii at luist enjoy what is next best, solitude. 
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But all my impatience to see Haddington failed to make the 
journey hither agreeable, which was as devoid of * Christian 
comfoart ’ as anything you can suppose. Never was poor 
damsel reduced to such * extremities of fate.’ I was sick, 
woefully sick, and notwitl\standing that I had on four petti- 
coats, benumbed with cold. To make my UTctohedncss as 
complete as possible, we did not reach Edinburgh till many 
hours after dark. Sixteen miles more, and my wanderings 
for this season are at an end. Would that my trials were 
ended also ! But no ! Tell Mr. Carlyle my handsome 
cousin is coming to Haddington with his sister Phoebe, and 
his valet Henley, and his great dog Toby, over and above 
Dash, Craigen, Fanny, and Frisk. My heart misgives me at 
the prospect of this inundation of company, for their ways 
are not my ways, and wliat is amusement to them is death to 
me. But I must just be patient as usual. Verily I should 
need to be Job, instead of Jane AVelsh, to bear these ever- 
lasting annoyances with any dcgi'ee of composure. 

Mr. Carlyle must ^vrite next week without fail to Hadding- 
ton, lest in vexation of spirit I curse God and die. Moreover, 
he must positively part with Larry, and get a horse of less 
{/eniwi in his stead, if he would not have me live in continual 
terror of his life.^ If the fates are kind, and the good 
doctor^ a man of his word, he will be in this city to-morrow, 
so that I have some hope to feast my eyes on ‘ the broad 

' Lnrry had run iiway with Carlyle, thrown him, and dragged him 
5omo yards along the road. lie rode up to a late period in bi.s life ; but 
he always hud a loose scat, and bis mind wa.s busy with anything but 
attending to his horse. Fritz, his List, a present from Lady ^V^hburton, 
carried him safely for many years through the Ixindon streets, to the 
astorii.shment of most of his friends. I asked him once how he ha<l 
escaped mi.s.idvcnture. ‘It was Fritz.' ho said. -Ho was a very 
sensible fellow. I sup|>ose he had not been brought up to think that 
the first duty of a burse was to say something witty.' 

* John Carlvla. 
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Atlantic of his countenance/ and hear all about my dear 
friends at the Hill before I go. How does Jane’s Latin 
prosper ? Tell her to write a postscript in her brother’s 
next letter. You must excuse this hurried epistle. I am 
writing under many eyes and in the noise of many tongues. 
God bless you. 

I am always affectionately yours, 

Jane B. Welsh. 

The next letter is to Jean Carlyle, which is prefaced 
by Carlyle thus. 

This Jean Carlyle is my second youngest sister, then a 
little child of twelve. The youngest sister, youngest of us 
all, was Jenny (Janet), now Mi*s. Robert Hanning, in 
Hamilton, Canada West. These little beings in their bits of 
grey speckled (black and white) straw bonnets, I recollect as 
a pair of neat brisk items, tripping about among us that 
summer at the Hill, especially Jean (only by euphemism 
Jane), the bigger of the two, who was a constant quantity 
there. The small Jenny (I think in some pet) had unex- 
jHictcdly flung herself off and preferred native independence 
at Mainhill. Jean, from her black eyes and hair, had got 
the name of * Cniw Jean ’ among us, or often of ‘ Craw * 
simply. That was my mother’s complexion too ; but the 
other seven of us, like our father, were all of common blond. 
Jean was an uncommonly open-minded, gifted, ingenuous, 
and ingenious little thing, true as steel (never told a fib 
from her birth u]>wards), had, once or so, shown suddenly a 
will like steel too (when indisputably in the right, as I have 
heard her mother own to me), otherwise a most loving, 
cheerful, amenable creature, hungering and tliirsting for all 
kinds of knowledge ; had a lively sense of the ridiculous 
withal, and already something of what you might call 
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‘ humowr.* She was by this time in risible favour with me, 
which doubtless she valued sufficiently. Gne of the first 
things I had noted of her was five or six years ago in one 
of niy rustications at ^lainhill, when in the summer evenings 
brothers Alick and John and I used to go out wandering 
extensively and talking ditto till gloaming settled into dark, 
always 1 observed little Craw turned up, either at our starting 
or somewhere afterwards, trotting at my side, head hardly 
higher than my knee, but eagerly thrown back and listening 
with zeal and joy : no kind of ‘ sport ’ equal to this, for her, 
pnisuit of knowledge under difficulties. Poor little Craw ! 

^ly darling took wanuly to her for my sjike and the 
child’s own. This was the first time they had met. ‘ Such 
a child ought to be educated,* said she, with generous 
emphasis, and felt steadily, and, indeed, took hci'self, for some 
years onwards, a great deal of trouble and practical pains 
about it, us this letter may still indicate. Little Jean was 
had to Comely Bank,* for a good few months, got her lessons, 
&c., atteiuled us to Craigeuputtock, hoping to try farther 
there too ; but in the chaos of incipience there (a rather dark 
and even dismal chaos, had not mi/ Jane been a daughter ol 
the Sun) this was found impracticable ; and Scolsbrig, 
father’s place,* coveting and almost grudging the little Jean’s 
bits of labour within doors aiul without, she'bad to give the 
project up and return to her own way of life, which she 
loyally did ; grew up a perasant girl, got no further special 
education, though she has since given herself consciously and 
otherwise not a little, both of the practiail and speculativi- 
sort ; and is at this day to be named fairly a siii^erior 
woman, superior in extent of reading, culture, &c., and still 
better in veracity of character, sound discernment, and 

* Where Carlyle first lived, os will be scco, after hie marriaj't*. 

* To which old Mr. Carlyle removed from l^l.iiobill ic the year 
Collowiug. 
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praoticjal wisdom ; wife for above bhirfcy-five jears now * of 
James Aibken, a prosperous, altogether honest, valiant, intel- 
ligent and substantial man, house-painter in Dumfries bj 
trade ; parents they, too, of my bright little niece, llary C. 
Aitken, who copies for me, and helps me all she can in this 
my final operation in the world. 

To Mies Jean Carlyle, Hoddam Hill, 


Haddington; Norember, 1825. 

My affectionate Child, — It grieved me to learn from your 
good little postscript, 2 that the poor Latiu was abeady come 
to a stand ; for I would fain see the talents with which 
nature has entnisted you nob buried in ignorance, but made 
the most of. Nevertlieless, I do not blame you, because you 
have despaired of accomplishing an impossibility ; for it is 
impossible for you, sure enough, to make any great attainment 
of scholarship in the circumstances in which you are already 
placed. You must on no account, however, abandon the 
idea of becoming a scholar, for good, because it is beyond 
your ability to caiTj it into effect just as soon as you wish ; 
for your circumstances, by the blessing of Heaven, may be in 
process of time rendered more towardly ; but should the 
noble desire of knowledge die away w'itliiu you, you would 
indeed cruelly disappoint my hoijes. Morco\’er, though the 
acquirement of a foreign language has proved too difiicult a 
matter for you in the time being, I see tmthing that there is 
to hinder you from readiJig many instructive books in your 
own. For your mother cannot be so hard a task-mistress, 
that she would refuse you two hours or so in the day to your- 
self, provided she saw that they were turned to a profitable 

‘ Written in 1868. 

* ' Doubtless of some letter to me. — T. 0*' 
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account. Here is a copy of Covrper’s Poems for you, with 
which 1 expect you will presently commence a regnlur course 
of leading. Your brother is able, and I am sure will be most 
willing, to direct you in the choice of books ; and on this 
account you ought to be exceedingly thankful, as many for 
want of such direction have to seek knowledge by a weary 
circuit. 

Had Providence been less kind to you in the relation you 
hold in life, you should get many an epistle from me full of 
the best advices I have to give ; for I love you, my good little 
girl, from the bottom of my heart, and desire earnestly that it 
should be well with you in tliis world as well as in the world 
to come. But when I consider the piety and goodness of 
the mother who has you in her bosom, and that he whose 
wisdom I bow myself before is your brother, I feel it idle and 
presumptuous in me to offer you any counsel, when in the 
precepts and example of those about you, you have already 
such a light to your path. Do but continue, my dear .Jean, 
a dutiful daughter and u loving sister, and you are sure to 
grow up an estimable woman. If we can make you also an 
accomplished woman, so much the better. 

One thing more when I am about it. Look shai-p that 
you fulfil the UTitten promise which you gave me at parting ; 
for know that I am not disposed to remit you the smallest 
tittle of it. And now God bless and keej) you. 

I am always your attached friend, 

Jane Haillie Wei.su. 

After the bright interlude of Mi.ss Welsh’s visit to 
Hoddain, life soon became as industrious as Carlyle has 
described. The mornings were s|M'nt in work over the 
German Tales, the afternoons in rides, Larry remaining 
still in favour notwithstanding his misdemeanours. In 
the evenings he and his mother ])erhaps smoked their 
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pipes together, as they used to do at Mainhill, she in 
admixing anxiety labouring to rescue his soul from the 
temptations of the intellect ; he satisfying her, for she 
was too willing to be satisfied, that they meant the 
same thing, though they expressed it in different 
languages. He was meditating a book, a real book of 
his own, not a translation, though he was still unable 
to fasten upon a subject; while the sense that he was 
in his own house, lord of it, and lord of himself, and 
able if he pleased to shut his door against all comers, 
was delightful to him. 

It is inexpressible (he wrote) what an increase of happi- 
ness and of consciousness, wholesome consciousness of 
inward dignity, I have gained since I came within the wails 
of this poor cottage — my own four walls — for in this state 
the primeval law of nature acts on me with double and 
triple force ; and how cheaply it is purchased, and how 
smoothly managed. They simply admit that I am Herr im 
Hanse, and act on tliis conviction. There is no grumbling 
about my habitudes and whims. If I choose to dine on fire 
and brimstone they will cook it for me to their best skill, 
thinking only that I am an unintelligible mortal, perhaps 
in their secret souls a kind of humourist, to deal 
with, but no bad soul after all, and not to be dealt with in 
any other way. My own four walls I 

This expression, repeated twice, suggests the possible 
date of a poem — the only poem, perhaps, that Carlyle 
ever wrote which is really characteristic of him. It was 
written either at Hoddam or at Ciaigenputtock. In 
some respects — in the mention of a wife, especially — 
it suits Cmigenputtock best. But perhaps his imagina- 
tion was looking foi-ward. 
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The storm and night are on the waste. 

Wild through the wind the herdsman culls. 

As fast on willing luig I haste 

Home to my owii four walls. 

Black tossing clouds with scarce a glimmer 
Envelope e<arth like sevenfold palls ; 

But wifekin watches, coffee-pot doth simmer, 
Horae in my own four walls. 

A home and wife I too have got, 

A hciirth to blaze whate’er befals ; 

What wanteth a man that I have not 
Witliiu iny own four walls ? 

ICing George luis pjilaces of pride, 

And armed grooms must ward those halls ; 

With one stout bolt I safe abide 
Witliin my own four walls. 

Not all his men may sever this, 

It yields to friends’, not monarclis’, calls ; 

My whinstone house my castle is— 

I have luy own four walls. 

When fools or knaves do make a rout 
With gigmen, dinners, balls, Ciibals, 

I turn my bsiok and shut them out : 

These are my own four walls. 

The moorland house, though mde it be, 

May stand the brunt when jironder falls ; 

’Twill screen my wife, my books, and me. 

All in ray own four* walls. 


VOL. I. 





338 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLK/ 

In the autumn of this year Carlyle had a glimpse of 
Irving at Annan. 


I had next to no correspondence with Irving (ho says) ; 
a little note or so on business, nothing more. Nor wjis Mrs. 
Montagu much more instructive on that head, who wrote 
me hi-rU-sounding amiable things which I could not but 
respond to more or less, though dimly aware of their quality. 
Nor did the sincere and ardent Mra. Strachoy, wlio wTote 
seldonicr, almost ever touch upon Irving. But by some 
occasional uumelodious clang in all the nc\vspa|>ei's (twice 
over I think in this year) we could salhcienbly and with 
little satisfaction construe his way of life. Twice over ho 
had leapt the barriers and given rise to criticisms of the 
customary idle sort, loudish univci'sally and nowhere 
accurately just. Case first was of preaching to the London 
Missionary Society (Missionary I will call it, though it 
might be ‘ Bible," or another). On their grand annivei-sary 
these people had assigned him the honour of addressing them, 
and were numerously assembled, expecting some flourishes of 
eloquence and flatteries to their illustrious, divinely blessed 
society, ingeniously done and especially with fib brevity ; 
dinner itself waiting, I suppose, close in the rear. Irving 
im a-ged into Ids spealdng place at the due moment ; but in- 
stead of trcuiting men and office-bearers to a short, comfortable 
dose of honey and butter, opened into strict, sharp inquiries, 
rhadamanthine expositions of duty and ideal, issuing, perhaps, 
in actual criticism and admonition ; gall and vinegar instead 
of honey ; at any rate, keeping the poor people locked up 
there ‘ for above two hour's,’ instead of an hour or less, with 
dinners hob at the end of it. Tliis was much criticised : 

‘ Plainly wrong, and produced by love of singularity and 
LOO much pride in oneself,’ voted everybody. For, in fact. » 
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man suddenly holding up the naked inexorable ideal in the 
face of the clothed (and in England generally plump, com- 
fortable, and pot-bellied) reality is doing un unexpected and 
questionable thing. 

_ The next escapade was still worse. At some public meet- 

ing, probably of the same ‘ Missionary Society,* Irving again 

held up his Ideal, I think not without murmurs from foi 7 n<T 

sufferers by it, and ended by solemnly putting do\vn, not lus 

name to the subscription list, but an actual gold watch, 

which he said had just arrived to him from his beloved 

brother lately dead in India.* That of the gold watch 

tabled had m reality a touch of rash ostentation, and was 

bitterly crowed over by all the able editors for a time. On 

the whole one could gather too clearly that Irving’s couree 

was b^et with pitfalls, barking dogs, and dangers and 

ddhcultics unwarned of ; and that for one who took so Uttle 

counsel with prudence, he perhaps carried his heail too hi»h. 

I had a certain hai-sh kind of sorrow about poor Irvine' a”id 

my loss of him (and his loss of me on such poor tor^ as 

these seemed to me), but I carelessly trusted in his strennh 

against whatever mistakes and impediments, and felt that 

for the pi^ent it was better to be absolved from correst)Oiid- 
ing with him. ^ 

That lame year, late in autumn, he was at Annan only 
for a night and a day, returning from some farther journev 
perhajis to Glasgow or Edinburgh, and had to go on a^ain 
for London next day. I rode down from Hoddain Hill betore 
nightfall, found him sitting in the snug little parlour be-side 
his father and mother, beautifully domestic. I think it was 

b .rS ;n r^arn a commoa sOur .n EUin- 

b rhh. on return. Isuppose. from a cull on some comr;.<lo higher up- 

iaUlligonrLe; -T C “ blooming. pUcid. «o, vory 


22—2 
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the last time I ever saw those good old people. We sat onlj 
a few minutes, my thoughts sadly contrasting the beautiful 
affectionate safety here and the wild tempestuous hostilitiM 
and perils yonder. He left his blessing to each by name in 
a low soft voice. There was something almost tragical to 
me as he turned round, hitting his hat on the little door 
lintel, and next moment was on the dark street followed only 
by me. His plan of joumey was to catch the Glasgow 
London mail at Gretna, and to walk thither, the night being 
dry. We stept over to Itobert Dickson’s, his brother-in- 
law’s, and sate there still talking for perhaps an hour. He 
looked sad and serious, not in the least downhearted ; told 
us, probably in answer to some question of mine, that the 
projected London Univereiby seemed to be progressing to- 
wards fulfilment, and how, at some meeting, Poet Campbell, 
arguing loudly for a purely secular system, had on sight of 
Irving entering at once stopped short, and in the polihat 
manner he could, sab down without another word on the 
subject. ‘ It will be ««reIigious, secretly an^t-religious all 
the same,’ said Irving to us. 

When the time had come for setting out, and we were aU 
on foot, he c<allcd for his three little nieces, having their 
mother bv him, made them each successively stand on a 
chair, laid’ his hand on the head first of one, mth a ‘ Mary 
Dickson, the Lord bless you,’ then of the next by name, and 
of the next; ‘the Lord bless you,’ in a sad, solemn tone, 
with sometliing of elaborate noticeable in it too ; which was 
painful and dreary to me ; a dreary visit altogether, though 
an unabatedly affectionate on both sides — in what a contrast, 
thought I, to the old sunshiny visits when Glasgow was 
head-quarters, and everybody was obscure, frank to his 
feelings, and safe. Mrs. Dickson, I think, had tears in her 
eyes. Her too he doubtless blessed, but without hand on 
hea<i. Dickson and the rest of us escorted him a little way. 
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■We parted in the howling of the north wind, and I turned 
back across the moors to Hoddam Hill to meditate in silence 
on the chances and changes of this strange whiiOpool of a 
world-^ 


lh» Inst paragraph is taVfo from a ronfr-mporarT flp'cnption of ihe 

pecno. The rest, as most complete, is from the toI. i. 

p. 200. and is a curious illustration of the miiiuUcxHCtne.ss of Carlyles 
CQftmorj. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A.D. 1826. 1E,T. 31. 

The life at Hoddam Hill, singularly happy while it 
lasted, and promising to last, was not after all of long 
continuance. Differenced with the landlord. General 
Sharpe, rose to a quarrel, in which old Mr. Carlyle took 
his son’s part. Hoddam Hill was given up; the lease 
of jMainhill, expiring at the same time, was not re- 
newed, and the whole family, Carlyle himself with the 
rest, removed to Scotsbrig, a substantial farm in the 
neighbourhood of Ecclefechan, where the elder Carlyles 
remained to the end of their lives, and where their 
youngest son succeeded them. 

The break-up at Hoddam precipitated the conclu- 
sion of Carlyle’s protracted relations with Miss Welsh. 
He sums up briefly his recollections of the story of 
this year, which was in eveiy way so momentous to 
him. 

My translation (German Romance) went steadily on. /he 
pleasantest labour I ever hud ; could be done by task in 
whatever luunour or condition one was in, and was day by 
day (ten pages a day, I think) punctually and comfortably 
so performed. Internally, too, there were far higher things 
going on ; a gr-und and ever joyful victoiy getting itself 
achieved at last I The final chaining down, trampling home 
‘ for good,’ home into their caves for ever of all my spiritual 
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dmGTons, which had \n' 0 !ij;ht me such woe, and for a decade 
past had made my life black and bitter.’ This year 1826 
saw the end of all that, with such a foelin" on my part as 
may be fancied. I found it to be essentially wliat Methodist 
people call their ‘conversion,' the deliverance of their souls 
from the Devil and the pit ! precisely enouj'h f/taf, in new 
form. And there burnt accordingly a sacred flame of joy 
in me, silent in my inmost bein^, as of one henceforth 


superior to fate, able to look down on its stupid injuries, with 
contempt, pardon, and almost with a kind of thanks and 
pity. This ‘ holy joy,’ of which I kept fiilcnce, lasted 
sensibly in me for several ycjirs in blessed counterpoise to 
suffcrin<,^ and discouragements enough ; nor has it proved 
what I can call fallacious at any time since. I^Iy ‘spiritual 
dnigons,’ thank heaven, do still remain strictly in their caves, 
forgotten and dead, which is indeed a conquest, and the 
beginning of conquests. I rode about a great deal in all 
kinds of weather that winter and summer, genemlly quite 
alone, and did not want for meditations, no longer of defiantly 
hopclc.ss or quite impious nature. 

Meanwhile, if on the spiritual side all went well, one poor 
item on the temporal side went ill : a paltry but essential 
item — our lease arrangementa of Hoddam Hill. The le.a-so 
had been hurriedly settled, on word of mouth merely, by my 
father, who stood well with his landlord otherwise, and 
had perfect trust in him. But when it came to practical 
settlement, to ‘demands of outgoing tenant,’ wlio was 
completely right as against his landlord, and comi)letcly 
WTong as against us, there ar(.se dilliculties which, tlie 
farther they were gone into, spread the wider. Arbitration 
wa.s tried ; much was tried ; nothing would do. Arbitrators, 


‘ Firpf won io (ho Iluo do I’Kofer— Loith Wulk— four ye.»r<t 

before. Campaign oot ended till now. 
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little faniici's on the neii^hboiirin^ estates, would not give a 
verdict, but only talk, talk. Honourable landlord owes out- 
going tenant (his and his father’s old factor) say 150Z., and 
otlier just decision there was none. Factor was foolish, 
superannuated, impoverished, pressmgly in want of his 
money. Landlord was not wise or liberal. Arbitrary and 
imperious he tried to be ; ^\Tote letter's, &c., but got stiff 
answer's ; over the belly of justice would not be permitted to 
ride. The end was, after much babbling, in which I meddled 
little, and only from the backgi'ound,^ complete break ensued ; 
Hoddam Hill to be given up, laid at his honour’s feet May 26, 
1826 ; ditto Mainhill when the lease also expired there. My 
father got, on another estate near by, the farm of Scotsbrig, 
a far better farm (where our people still are), farm well 
capable both of his stock and cur's, with roomy house, &c., 
where, if anywhere in the country, I, from and after May 
] 826, must make up my mind to live. To stay there till 
German Romance was done — clear as to that — went ac- 
cordingly, and after a week of joinering resumed my stint of 
ten daily pages, steady as the to^vn clock, no interruption 
dreaded or occurring. Had a pleasant, diligent, and interest- 
ing summer ; all my loved kindred about me for the last time ; 
hottest and droughtiest summer I have ever seen, drier even 
than the last («f"l8G8), though seldom quite so intolei-ably 
hot. No rain from the end of March till the middle of 
Au^'ust. Delightful morning rides (in the first months) are 

' Not altogether. In a letter from Hoddam Hill Carlyle says : ‘ My 
kindred can now regard the ill-nature of our rural Ali Pacha ^th 
a degree of equanimity much easier to attain than formerly. Ali I 
mean his honour General Sharpe— and I h<id such a the other 

day at this door, I made Graham of Burnswark laugh at it yesterday 
all the way from Annan to Hoddam Briilgo. In short, Ali sank, in the 
upacoof little more than a minute, from 212® of Fahrenhoit’s thermo- 
meter toS2S. and retired even helow the frecBins-point.' 
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Btill present to me, ditto breakfasts in the kitchen, an 
antique baronial one, roomy, airy, curious to me. Cookei^, 
coinpjiny, and the cow >Yith her jwodnee always friendly to 
me. Nothing to complain of but want of the old silence ; 
noise and bustle of business now round me, and like to 
increase, not diminish ; and tliis thought always too, here 
cannot be thy continuing city ! and then withal, my darling 
m noble silence getting so weary of dull Haddington. In 
brief, after much survey and consideration of the real 
interests and real feelings of both parties, I proposed, and it 
was gently acceded to, that German Romance once done 
(end of September or so) we should wed, settle at Edinburgh 
in some small suburban house (details and preparatioas there 
all left to her kind mother and her), and thenceforth front 
our chances in the world, not a.s two lote, but as one, for 
better for worse, till death us part ! 

In August Haddington became aware of what was toward 
a greiit enough event there, the loss of its loved and admired 
‘ Jeaimie Welsh, the Flower o’ Haddington * (as poor old 
Lizzie Baldy, a notable veteran sewing woman, humble 
heroine, then sadly s;iid), ‘gaun to be here na mair ! ’ In 
Annandalc, such my entire seclusion, nothing wsis yet heard 
of It for a couple of montlis. House in Comely Hank » suit- 
able as po.ssible had been chosen ; was being furnished from 
Hadd^ington, beautifully, perfectly, and even richly, by Mre. 
Welsh s great skiU in such mattere, aided by her daur^hterls 
which was also great, and by the frank tvordlc.^s generosity 
of l^th, which surely was very great ! iirs. Welsh had 
decided to give up house, quit Haddington, and privately 
even never see it more ; to live at Templand thenceforth 
with her father and sister (Aunt Grizzie), where it was well 


‘ A iwof houjiei. to th« north of Edinburgh, then 
thft city and the sea. 


amon^ opeo fioldts 
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Judged her help might be useful. My brave little woman 
had by deed of law two years before settled her little estate 
(Craigenputtock) upou her mother for life, being clearly 
indispensable th^&. Fee simple of the place she had at the 
same time by will bequeathed to me if I survived her. 

So Carlyle, at a distance of forty-two years, describes 
the prelude to his mandage — accurately so far as sub- 
stance went, and with a frank acknowledgment of Mrs. 
Welsh’s liberality, as the impression was left upon his 
memory. But exactly and circumstantially as be 
remembered things which had struck and interested 
him, his memory was less tenacious of some particulars 
which he passed over at the time with less attention 
than perhaps they deserved, and thus allowed to drop 
out of his recollection. Details have to be told which 
will show him not on the most considerate side. They 
require to be mentioned for the distinct light which 
they throw on aspects of his character which affected 
materially his wife’s happiness. There were some 
things which Carlyle was conMxitionaily incapable of 
apprehending, while again there were others which he 
apin-ehended perhaps with essential correctness, but on 
which men in general do not think as he thought. A 
man born to great place and great visible responsibili- 
ties in the world is allowed to consider first his position 
and his duties, and to regard other claims upon him as 
subordinate to those. A man bom with extraordinary 
talents, which he has resolved to use for some great and 
generous purpose, may expect and demand the same 
privileges, but they are not so easily accorded to him. 
In the one instance it is assumed as a matter of coui'se 
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that secondary interests must be set aside ; even in mar- 
riage the heir of a large estate consults the advantage 
of his family; and his wife’s pleasure, even his wife’s 
comforts, must be postponed to the supposed demands of 
her husband’s situation. The claims of a man of genius 
are less tolerantly dealt with ; partly perhaps because it 
is held an impertinence in any man to pretend to genius 
till he has given proof of possessing it; partly because, 
if extraordinary gifts are rare, the power of appreciating 
them is equally rare, and a fixed purpose to make a 
noble use of them is rarer still. Men of literary faculty, 
it is idly supposed, can do their work anywhere in any 
circumstances; if the work is left undone the world 
does not know what it has lost; and thus, partly by 
their oNvn fault, and partly by the world’s mode of 
dealing with them, the biographies of men of letters 
are, as Carlyle says, for the most part the saddest 
chapter in the history of the human race except the 
Newgate Calendar. 

Carlyle, restless and feverish, was convinced that no 
real work could be got out of him till he was again in 
a home of his own, and till his affairs were settled on 
some permanent footing. His engagement, while it 
remained uncompleted, kept him anxious and irritated. 
Therefore he conceived that he must find some cottag(* 
suiteii to his circumstances, and that Miss Welsh ought 
to become immediately the mistress of it. He had 
money enough to begin housekeeping ; he saw his way, 
he thought, to earning money enough to continue it 
on the scale on which he had himself been bred up— 
but it was on condition that the wife that he took to 
himself should do the work of a domestic servant as 
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his ovm mother and sisters did ; and he was never able 
to understand that a lady diiferently educated might 
herself, or her friends for her, find a diflSculty in ac- 
cepting such a situation. He was in love, so far as he 
understood what love meant. Like Hamlet he would 
have challenged Miss Welsh’s other lovers ‘ to weep, to 
fight, to fast, to tear themselves, to drink up Esil, eat a 
crocodile,’ or ‘be buried with her quick in the earth;’ 
but when it came to the question how he was himself 
to do the work which he intended to do, he chose 
to go his own way, and expected others to accommodate 
themselves to it. 

Plans had been suggested and efforts made to secure 
some permanent situation for him. A newspaper had 
been projected in Edinburgh, which Lockhart and 
Brewster were to have conducted with Carlyle under 
them. This would have been something; but Lock- 
hart became editor of the ‘ Quarterly Review,* and the 
project dropped. A Bavarian Minister had applied to 
Professor Leslie for some one who could teach English 
literature and science at iMunich. Leslie offered this 
to Carlyle, but he declined it. He had set his mind 
upon a cottage outside Edinburgh, with a garden and 
high walls about it to shut out noise. This was all 
which he himself wanted. He did not care bow poor 
it was so it was his ovm, entirely his own, safe from 
intruding fools. 

Here he thought that he and his wife might set 
themselves up together and wish for nothing more. It 
did, indeed, at moments occur to him that, although 
he could be happy and rich in the midst of poverty, 
‘ for a woman to descend from superfluity to live in 
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poverty with a sick, ill-natured man, and not be 
wretched, would be a miracle.’ But though the 
thought came more than once, it would not abide. The 
miracle would perhaps be ^v^ought; or indeed without 
a miracle his mother and sisters were happy, and why 
should anyone wish for more luxuries than they had? 

Airs. Welsh being left a widow, and with no other 
child, the pain of separation from her daughter was 
unusually great. Notwithstanding a certain number 
of caprices, there was a genuine and even passionate 
attachment between mother and daughter. It might 
have seemed that a separation was unnecessary, and 
that if Mrs. Welsh could endure to have Carlyle under 
her own roof, no difficulty on his side ought to have 
arisen. Mrs. Welsh indeed, romanticjilly generous, 
desired to restore the property, and to go back and 
live with her father at Templand; but her daughter 
decided peremptorily that she would live with Carlyle 
in poverty all the days of her life sooner than encroach 
in the smallest degree on her mother’s independence. 
She could expect no happiness, she said, if she failed 
in the first duty of her life. Her mother should keep 
the fortune, or else Miss Welsh refused to leave her. 

All difficulties might be got over, the entire economic 
problem might be solved, if the family could be kept 
together. As soon as the marriage was known to be in 
contemplation this arrangement occurre<l to everyone 
who was interested in the Welshes’ welfare as the most 
obviously desirable. Mrs. Welsh was as unhappy as 
ever at an alliance which she regarded as not imprudent 
only, but in the higliest degree objectionable. Carlyle 
had neither family nor fortune nor prospect of pre- 
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feriuenb* He hfid no roli^on sbo could com- 

prehend, and she had seen him violent and unreasonable. 
He was the very last companion that she would have 
selected for herself. Yet for her daughter’s sake she was 
willing to make an effort to like him, and, since the 
marriage was to be, either to live with him or to accept 
him as her son-in-law in her own house and in her 


own circle. 

Her consent to take Carlyle into her family removed 
Miss Welsh’s remaining scruples, and made her per- 
fectly happy. It never occurred to her that Carlyle 
himself would refuse, and the reasons which he alleged 
might have made a less resolute woman pause before 
she committed herself further. It would never answer, 
he said; ‘two households could not live as if they were 
one, and he would never have any right enjoyment of 
his wife’s company till she was all his^ own.’ Mrs. 
Welsh had a large acquaintance. He liked none o 
them, and ‘her visitors would neither be diminished in 
numbers nor bettered in quality.’ No ! he must have 
the small house in Edinburgh s and ‘ the moment he 
was master of a house, the first use he would turn 
it to would be to slam the door against nauseous 
intrusions.’ It never occurred to him as proved too 
fatally to be the case, that he would care ^ 

‘the right companionship’ when he h.id go , 
he would be absorbed in his work ; 
wife would see but little of him, and that little *0° of*-™ 
under trying conditions of temper j that her mother s 

companionship, and the ‘intrusion’ of '“f'' 

old friends, might add more to her comfort th.in it 

could possibly detract from his own. 
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However deeply she honoured her chosen husband, 

she could not hide from herself that he was selfish 

extremely selfish. He had changed his mind indeed 
about the Edinburgh house almost as soon as he had 

made it up — he was only determined that he would 
not live with Mrs. Welsh. 


Surely (Miss Welsh wrote) you are the most tantalising man 
in the world, and I the most tractable woman. This time 
twelvemonth notliing would content you but to live in the 
country, and though a country life never before attracted my 
desires, it nevertheless became my choice the instant it 
seemed to be yours. In truth I discovered a hundred l>eau- 
ties and iirojicrties in it wliich had liitherto escaped my 
notice ; and it came at last to this, that every imagination of 
the thoughts of my lieart was love in a cottage continually. 
Eh hien I and what then ? A change comes over the spirit 
of your dream. While the birds are yet humming, the roses 
blooming, the small birds rejoicing, and evcrvtliing is in 
summer glory about our ideal cottage, I am called away to 
l.ve ,n pro.y,cc!u in the s.uoke and bustle and icy coldnesG 
o Edinburgh N„w this I call a trial of patience and 
ohLilienc^and say, could I have complied more readily 
thoiigh I liad been your wedded wife ten times over? 
AVjthout a moments hesitation, without once lookino- be- 
hind, without even bidding adieu to my flowers, I too?t my 
way with you out of our Pamdise, to raise another in tlio 
howling wdderness. A very miracle of love ! Oh mind of 
man . And this too must p,ass away, noiises and walled 
prrdens p.iss away like the baseless fabric of a vision ; and 

ns'w'r “"f I “‘r, ‘ the world all before 

mill, I'rovidence onr 

guide. Suppose we uke .lilTerent roads and try how that 
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answera. There is — — with 50,000/. and a princely lineage, 
and * never was out of humour in her life ' — ^with such a 
‘singularly pleasing creature ’ you could hardly fail to find 
yourself admirably well off— while I, on the other hand, 
might better my fortune in many quarters. A certain hand- 
some stammering Englishman I know of would give his ears 
to carry me away south with him. My second cousin, too, 
the doctor at Leeds, has set up a fine establishment, and 
writes to me that ‘ I am the very first of ray sex.* Or, nearer 
home, I have an interesting young widower in view, who has 
no scruple in making me mother to his three small children, 
blue stocking though I be. But what am I talking about ? 
as if we were not already married, married past redemption. 
God knows in that case what is to become of us. At times 
I am so disheartened that I sit doivn and weep. 


Carlyle could just perceive that he had not been 
gracious, that Mrs. Welsh*s offer had deserved ‘more 
serious consideration,* and at least a more courteous 
refusal. He could recognise also, proud as he was, that 
bp hud little to offer in his companionship which would 
be a compensation for the trials which it might bring 
with it. He again offered to set the lady free. 

To MUs Welah, 

Oh Jane, Jane, your half-jesting enumeration of your 
wooers does anything bub make me laugh. A thousand and 
a thousand times I have thought the same thing in deepest 
earnest. That you have the power of making many good 
matches is no secret to me ; nay, it would be a piece of ne^vs 
for me to learn that I am not the very woret you ever thought 
of. And you add, with the same tearful smile, ‘ Alas I we 
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arc married already.* Tjct me cut off the interjection, and 
sjiy simply what is true, that we are not married already ; 
and do you hereby receive further my distinct and deliberate 
declaration that it depends on yourself, and shall always 
dep>cnd on yourself, whether ever we be married or not. 
God knows I do not say this in a vul^r spirit of defiance, 
which in our present relation were coarse and cruel ; but 
I say It in the spirit of disinterested affection for you, and of 
fear from the reproaches of my own conscience, should your 
fair destiny be marred by me, and yon wounded in the house 
of your friend. Can you believe it with the good nature 
which I declare it deserves ? It would absolutely give me 
satisfaction to know that you thought yourself entirely free 
of all tics to me but those, such as they might l>e, of vour 
own still renewed election. It Ls r&isonable and right 'that 
you should be concerned for your future establishment. 
Look round with calm eyes on the persons you mention or 
inay hereafter so mention, and if there is any one amon- 
them whose wife you had rather be— I do not mean whom 
you love better than me, but whose wife, all things considered 
you had rather be than mine— then I call upon you. I. your’ 
brother and friend through every fortune, to accept that man 
and leave me to my destiny. But if, on the contrary, my 
heart and my hand, with the barren and perplexed destiny 

them, shall after all appear the 
^t that th^ poor world can offer you, then take me and bo 
^utont mth me. and do not ve.x yourself with struggling 
to alter ,^ia is nnalterable-to make a man who is pooi and 
sick suddenly become rich and healthy. You tell me you 
often weep when yon think what is to become of us It is 
.mwise in you to weep. If you are reconciled to be my wife 

® actual prosaic 

yne) there is nothing frightful in the futnre. 7 look into it 

With more and more confidence and comiK,surc. Alas ' Jane 

VOL. I. ’ 

'23 
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yon do not know me. It is not the poor unknown rejected 
Thomas Carlyle that you know, but the prospective rich, 
known, and admired. I am reconciled to my fate as it 
stands, or promises to stand ere long. I have pronounced 
the word unpraised in all its cases and numbers, and hod 
nothing terrific in it, even when it means unmoneyed, and 
even by the mass of his Majesty’s subjects neglected or even 
partially contemned. I thank Heaven I have other objects 
in my eye than either their pudding or their breath. This 
comes of the circumstance that my apprenticeship is ending, 
and yours still going on. Oh Jane, I could weep too, for I 
love you in my deepest heart. 

These are hard sayings, my beloved child, but I cannot 
spare them, and I hope, though bitter at first, they may 
not remain without wholesome influence. Do not get angry 
with me. Do not. 1 swear 1 deserve it not. Consider this 
as a true glimpse into my heart which it is good that you 
contemplate with the gentleness and tolerance you have often 
shown me. If you judge it fit, 1 will take you to my heart 
as my wedded wife this very week. If you judge it fit, I ivill 
this very week fomwear you for ever. More I cannot do ; 
but all this, when I compare myself with you, it is my duty 
to do. Adieu. God bless you and have you in his keeping I 
I am at your own disposal for ever and ever, 

T. Ci^LYLB. 

That Carlyle could contemplate with equanimity 
being unpraised, unmoneyed, and neglected all his life, 
that he required neither the world’s pudding nor its 
breath, and could be happy without them, was pardon- 
able and perhaps commendable. That he should ex- 
pect another person to share this unmoneyed, pudding- 
less. and rather forlorn condition, was scarcely consis- 
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tent with such lofty principles. Men may sacrifice 

themselves, if they please, to imagined high duties and 

ambitions, but they have no right to marry wives and 

sacrifice them. Nor were these ‘hard sayings which 

could not be spared ’ exactly to the point, when he had 

been roughly and discourteously rejecting proposals 

which would have made his unmoneyed situation of 
less importance. 

He had said that Miss Welsh did not know him, 
which w^is probably true ; but it is likely also that he 
did not know himself. She answered this last letter of 
his OTth telling him that she had chosen him for her 
husband, and should not alter her mind. Since this 
was so he immediately said ‘ she had better wed her 
Wild man of the woods at once, and come and live with 
him in his cavern in the hope of better days.’ The 
cavera was Scotshrig. M'hen it had been proposed that 
he sho^d live with JIrs. Welsh at Haddington, he 
would by consenting have spared the separation of 
A mother horn an only child, and would not perhaps 
have hurt his own inteUect by an effort of self-denial 
It appeared impossible to him, when Mrs. Welsh was in 
question, that two households could go on together. 

h!>nse% be master in his own 

use, free from noise and interruption, and have fire 

and brimstone cooked for him if he pleased to order it. 

oHh . ° not, it seemed, incom- 

wl m bis own family. If Miss 

elsh would come to him at .‘icotsbrig, • he would be a 

new man ; • the bitterness of life would pas. away Uke 

"briirht she ‘would walk iu 

bright weather thenceforward’ to the end of their 

23— ‘J 
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existence. This, too, was a mere delusion. The cause 
of his unrest was in himself ; he would carry with him 
wherever he might go or be, the wild passionate spirit, 
fevered with burning thoughts, which would make 
peace impossible, and cloud the fairest weather with 
intermittent tempests. Scotsbrig would not have 
frightened Miss Welsh. She must have perceived his 
inconsistency, though she did not allude to it. But if 
Carlyle had himself and his work to consider, she had 
her mother. Her answer was very beautiful. 

To Tliomas Carlyle, 

Were happiness the thing chiefly to be cared for in this 
world, I would put my hand in yours now, as you say, and 
80 cut the knob of our destiny. But oh 1 have you not told 
me a thousand times, and my conscience tells me also, that 
happiness is a secondary considemtion ? It must not, must 
nob, be sought out of the jwth of duty. Should I do well to 
go into Paradise myself, and lc<ave the mother who bore me 
to break her heart ? She is looking forward to my maijiage 
with a more tranquil mind in the hope that our sepamtion is 
to be but nominal— that, by living where my husband lives, 
she may at Ictrst have every moment of my society which he 
Ciin spare. And how would it be possible nob to disappoint 
her of this hope if I went to reside with your people in 
Annandale ? Her pi-esencc there would be a perpetual 
cloud. For the sjike of all conceraed, it would be necessary 
to keep her quu> apart from us, yet so near,^ She would 
the most wretched of mothers, the most desolate woman in 

‘ Templand, -n-hpre Mrs. Welsh wns to live if she returned to her 
fftthor. was uhout fifteen miles from Ecclefechan. 
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the world. Oh ! is it for me to make her so ? me who am so 
unspeakably dear to her in spite of all her caprice, who am 
her only, only child, and she a widow ? I love you, Mr. 
Carlyle, tenderly, devotedly. But I may not put my mother 
away fi*oin me, even for your sake. I ciinnot do it. I have 
lain awake whole nights trying to reconcile this act with iny 
conscience. But my conscience will have nothing to say to 
it — rejects it with indignation. 

\Vliat is to be done, then ? Indeed, I see only one way 
to csca])e out of all these [)erplexities. Be patient with me 
while I tell you what it is. My mother, like myself, has 
ceased to feel any contentment in this hateful Haddington, 
and is bent on disposing of our house here as soon as may 
be, and hiring one elsewhere. Why should it not be the 
vicinity of Edinburgh after all ? and why should not you 
live mth your wife in your mother’s house ? Because, you 
say, my mother would never have the grace to Uke you, or 
let you live with her in p«.-ace ; because you could never 
have any right enjoyment of my society, so long as you had 
me not all to yourself ; and finally because you must and will 
‘have a door of your own to slam in the face of all nauseous 
intrusions.* These are objections which sound fatal to my 
scheme ; but I am greiitiy mistakeii if they are not more 
sound than substance. My mother would like you, assuredly 
she would, if you came to live with her as her sou. Her 
terror is lest, through your means, she should be made 
childless, and a weak imagination that you regard her 
with disre8|>ect — both wliich rocks of offence would be re- 
moved by this one concession. Besides, as my wedded 
husband, yon would ap|)ear to her in a new light. Her 
maternal affection, of which there is abuiulanee at the 
bottom of her lu art, would of necessity extend itself to him 
with whom I was become insei^arably connected ; and mere 
common sense would prescribe a kind motherly behaviour as 


358 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE, 


the only expedient to make the best of what could no longer 
be helped. 

The arrangement was at least as reasonable as that 
which he had himself proposed, and Carlyle, who was 
so passionately attached to his own mother, might have 
been expected to esteem and sympathise with Miss 
Welsh’s affection for hers. At Scotsbrig he would have 
had no door of his own ‘ to slam against nauseous in- 
trusions ; ’ his father, as long as he lived, would be 
master in his own house ; while the self-control which 
would have been required of him, had he resided with 
Ml'S. Welsh as a son-in-law', would have been a discipline 
which his o\vu character especially needed. But he 
knew be was ‘ gey ill to deal wi’.* His own family were 
used to him, and he in turn respected them, and could, 
within limits, conform to their ways. From others he 
would submit to no interference. He knew that he 
would not, and that it would be useless for him to try. 
He felt that he had not considered IMrs. Welsh as he 
ought to have done ; but his consideration, even after 
he had recognised his fault, remained a most restricted 
quantity. 


To Miss Welsh, 


April 2, 1826. 

As we think mostly of oiir own wants and wishes aloue 
in this royal project, I had taken no distinct account of 
your mother. I merely remembered the text of Scripture, 
‘ Thou shall leave thy father and mother and cleave unto 
thy husband, and thy desire shall be towards him all the 
days of thy life.* I imagined perhaps she might go to 
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Dumfriesshire and gratify her heart by increasing the accom- 
modations of her father, which she would then have ample 

means to do ; perhaps that she might even * in sliort, 

that she might arrange her destiny in many ways in which 
my presence must be a hindrance rather tlian a furtherance. 
Here 1 was sellish and thoughtless, I might have known 
that the love of a mother to her only child is indestructible 
and irreplaceable ; that forcibly to cut asunder such was 
cruel and unjust. 

Perhaps, as I have told you, I may not yet have got to 
the bottom of this new plan so completely as I wished ; but 
there is one thing that strikes me more and more the longer 
I think of it — this, the grand objection of all objections, the 
head and front of offence, the soul of all my counterplead- 
ing — an objection which is too likely to overset the wliole 
project. It may be stated in a word : ‘ TJie mwi should bear 
i^lo in the AousSf and not the woman' This is an eternal 
axiom, the law of nature, which no mortal departs from 
unpunished. I have meditated on this many yeai's, and 
every day it grows plainer to me. I must not, and I cannot, 
live in a house of which 1 am not head. I should be mise- 
rable myself, and make all about me miserable. Think not 
tliis comes of an imperious temi)er, that I shall be a harsh 
and tyrannical husband to thee. God forbid I But it is 
the nature of a man, if he is controlled by anything but his 
own reason, that he feels himself degraded and incitetl, be it 
justly or not, to rebellion and discord. It is the nature of a 
woman again (for she is entirely pa.ssive, not active) to cling 
to the man for support and direction, to coinjily with his 
humours and feel pleasure in doing so, simply because they 
are his, to reverence while she loves him, to comjuer him not 
by her force, but by her weakness, and |)erhaps, the cunning 

* il© probnbly wus goiog to say * marry ngaio,* bul checked himself. 
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gipsy, to command him by obeying him. . . . Your mother 
is of all women the best calculated for being a loife^ and the 
worst for being a hvshand. I know her, perhaps better 
than she thinks ; and it is not without affection and sincere 
esteem that I have seen the fundamental structure of her 
character, and the many light capricious half graces, half 
follies, that sport on the surface of it. I could even fancj 
that she might love me also and feel happy beside me, if 
her o\vn true and kindly character were to come into fair 
and free communion with mine, which she might then find 
was neither false nor cruel any more than her own. But 
this could only be (I will speak it out at once and boldly, 
for it is the quiet and kind conviction of my judgment, not 
the conceited and selfish conviction of my vanity) — this 
could only be in a situation where she looked up to me, not 
I to her. 

Now think, Liebchen, whether your mother will consent 
bo forget her own riches and my poverty, and uncertain, 
more probably my scanty, income, and consent, in the spirit 
of Christian meekness, to make me her guardian and director 
and be a second wife to her daughters husband. If she can, 
then I say she is a noble woman, and in the name of truth 
and affection let us all live together and be one household 
and one lieart, till death or her own choice part ns. If she 
cannot, which will do anything but surprise me, then also the 
other thing cannot be, must not be ; and for her sake no less 
than for youra and mine we must think of something else. 

The Greek chorus would have shaken its head 
ominously, and uttered its musical cautions, over the 
temper displayed in this letter. Yet it is perfectly 
true that Carlyle would have been an unbearable 
inmate of any bouse, except his father’s, where his 
will was not absolute. ‘Gey ill to deal wi*,* as his 
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mother said. The condition which he made was per- 
haps not so much as communicated to Mrs. Welsh, 
for whom it would have furnished another text for a 
warning sermon. The ‘judicious desperation’ which 
Girlyle recommended to her daughter brought her to 
submit to going to live at Scotsbrig. Under the cir- 
cumstances Mrs. Welsh, in desperation too, decided 
that the marriage should be celebrated immediately and 
an end made. She comforted herself with the thought 
that being at Templand with her father, she would at 
least be within reach, and could visit Scotsbrig as 
often as she pleased. Here, however, new difficulties 
arose. Carlyle, it seems, had made the proposition 
without so much as consulting his father and mother. 
They at least, if not he, were sensible, when they 
heard of it, of the unfitness of their household to 
receive a lady brought up as .Miss Welsh had been. 
‘Even in summer,’ they said, ‘it would be difficult for 
her to live at Scotsbrig, and in winter impossible ; ' 
while the notion that Mrs. Welsh should ever be a 
^sitor there seemed as impossible to Carlyle himself. 
He had deliberately intended to bring his wife into a 
circle where the suggestion of her mother’s appe<irance 
was too extravagant to be entertained. 

You have misconceived (he said) the condition of Scots- 
bng and our only possible means of existence there. You 
ta k of your mother visiting us. By day and night it would 
astonish her to sec this household. Oh, no. Your mother 
mu^ not visit mine. 'VMiat goml were it ? By an utmost 
e.xert.on on the part of both they might learn, perhaps, 
to tolerate each other, more probably to pity and iiartiallv 
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dislike each other. Better than mutual tolerance I could 
anticipate nothing from them. The mere idea of such a 
visit argued too plainly that you knew nothing of the family 
circle in which, for my sake, you were ready to take a place. 

It is sad to read such words. Carlyle pretended 
that he knew j\Irs. Welsh. Human creatures are not 
all equally unreasonable ; and he knew as little of her 
as he said that her daughter knew of Scotsbrig. The 
two mothers, when the family connection brought them 
together, respected each other, could meet without 
difficulty, and part with a mutual regard which increased 
with acquaintance. Had the incompatibility been as 
real as he supposed, Carlyle’s strange oblivion both of 
his intended wife’s and his wife’s mother’s natural 
feelings would still be without excuse. 

His mind was fixed, as men’s minds are apt to be 
in such circumstances. He chose to have his own 
way, and since it was impossible for Miss Welsh to 
live at Scotsbrig, and as he had on his side determined 
that he would not live with Mrs. Welsh, some alterna- 
tive had to be looked for. Once more he had an 
opportunity of showing his defective perception of 
common things. Mrs. Welsh had resolved to leave 
Haddington and to give up her house there imme- 
diately. The associations of the place after her 
daughter was gone would necessarily be most painful. 
All her friends, the social circle of which she had 
been the centre, regarded the marriage with Carlyle 
as an extraordinary mesalliance. To them he was 
known only as an eccentric farmer’s son without 
profession or prospects, and their pity or their sym- 



T//£ AfARRlAGM PROBLEM. 


3<^3 


|>athy would be alike distressing. She had herself 
found him moody, violent, and imperious, and she at 
least could only regard his conduct as utterly selfish. 
.Alen in the situation of lovers often are selfish. It is 
only in novels that they are heroic or even considerate 
It occurred to Carlyle that since Mrs. Welsh was goin^ 
away the house at Haddington would do well for him- 
self. There it stood, ready provided with all that was 
necessary. He recollected that Edinburgh was noisy 
and disagreeable, Haddington quiet, and connected with 
his own most pleasant recoUections. It might have 
occurred to him that under such altered circumstances 
Where she would be surrountied by a number of ac- 
quaintances, to every one of whom her choice appearea 
like madness. Miss Welsh might object to living there 
as much as her mother. She made her objections as 
delicately as she could ; but he pushed them aside as if 
they were mere disordered fancies; and the fear of 
‘nauseous intrusions,* which had before appeared so 
dreadful to him, he disposed of with the most sum- 
mary serenity. ‘To me,’ he calmly wrote, ‘among the 
weightier evils and blessings of existence, the evil of 
impertinent visitors, and so forth, seems but a small 
drop of the bucket, and an exceedingly little thing I 

have nerve in me to despatch that sort of deer for ever 
by dozens in the day.* 


‘ I hat sort of deer » were the companions who had 
grown up beside iMiss Welsh for twenty years. She 
was obliged to tell him peremptorily that she would 
not hear of this plan. It would have been happier and 
perhaps better both for her and for him had .she taken 
warning from the unconscious exhibition which he had 
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made of his inner nature. After forty years of life with 
— forty years of splendid labour, in which his 
essential conduct had been pure as snow, and un- 
blemished by a serious fault, when she saw him at 
length rewarded by the honour and admiration of 
Europe and America — she had to preach nevertheless 
to her younger friends as the sad lesson of her own ex- 
perience, ‘ My dear, whatever you do, never marry a 
man of genius.* The mountain-peaks of intellect are I 
no homes for quiet people. Those who are cursed or 
blessed with lofty gifts and lofty puiposes may be gods 
in their glory and their greatness, but are rarely toler- 
able as human companions. Carlyle consented to drop 
the Haddington proposal, not, however, without showing 
that he thought Miss Welsh less wise than he had 
hoped. 

The vacant house at Haddington (he said) occurred to 
my recollection like a sorb of godsend expressly suited to 
onr purpose. It seemed so easy, and on other accounts so 
indispensable, to let it stand undisposed of for another year, 
that I doubted uot a moment but the whole matter was 
arranged. If it tnirncd out, which I reckoned to be impos- 
sible if you were not distracted in mind, that you really 
liked better to front the plashes and puddles and the thou- 
sand inclemencies of Scotsbrig through winter than live 
another sLx months in the house where you had lived all 
your days, it was the simplest process imaginable to stay 
where we were. The loss was but of a few months* rent for 
your mother*3 house, and the certainty it gave us made its 
great gain. Even yet I cannot, with the whole force of my 
vast intellect, undei-stand how my project has failed. I wish 
not to undervalue your objections to the place, or your 


lVIGHTAfAr<^^ THE HEDGER. 


365 


opinion on any subject whatever, but I confess my inability 
with my present knowledge to reconcile this very peremptory 
distaste with your usual good sense. 

Again the plans were all astray. An Annandale 
cottage was once more thought of, and once more, again, 
the difference in point of view became prominent. 

I should have 200/. to begin with (Carlyle said), and 
many an honest couple has begun with Kss. I know that 
wives are supported, some in peace and dignity, others in 
contention and disgrace, according to their wisdom or their 
folly, on all incomes from 14/. a year to 200,000/., and I 
trusted in Jane Welsh, and still trust in her, for good sense 
enough to accommodate her wants to the means of the man 
she has chosen before all others, and to live mth him con- 
tented on whatever it should please Providence to allot him, 
keeping within their revenue, not struggling to get with- 
out it, and therefore rirA, by whatever arithmetical symbol, 
whether tens, hundreds, or thousands, by which that same 
revenue might be expressed. Tliis is not impossible, or even 
very ditncult, provided the will be truly there. Say what 
we like, it is in general our stupidity that makes us straitened 
or contemptible. The sum of money is a very secondary 
matter. One of the happiest, most praiseworthy, and really 
most enviable families on the earth at present 'lives within 
two bowshots of me— that of Wightman, the hedger— on the 
produce of fifteenpence per diem, which the man earns 
peacefully with his mattock and bill, not counting himself 
any philosopher for so doing. Their cottage on our hill is a.s 
tirly as a cabinet. They have a black-eyed boy whom few 
equirt-s can iiamllel. Their ffimel is always full of meal. 

I he man is a true, honest, most w isely .-onditioned man, 
an elder of the congregation, and meekly but firmly per- 



$66 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Buaded that he shall go to heaven when his hedging here 
below is done. What want these knaves that a king should 
have ? 

If Carlyle had looked into the economics of the 
Wightman household, he would have seen that the 
wife made her own and her husband’s and the child’s 
clothes, that she cooked the meals, swept and cleaned 
the house that was ‘tidy as a cabinet,’ washed the 
flannels and the linen, and weeded the garden when 
she required fresh air — that she worked in fact at severe 
bodily labour from sunrise to sunset. Had he inquired 
into this, it is possible (though it would have depended 

on his mood) that he might have asked himself whether 

% 

Miss Welsh, setting aside her education and habits, 
was physically capable of these exertions, and whether 
he had a right to expect her to undertake them. 
Happily neither she nor her mother had completely 
parted with their senses. They settled the matter at 
last in their own fashion. The Haddington establish- 
ment was broken up. They moved to Edinburgh, and 
took the house in Comely Bank which Carlyle mentioned. 
Mrs. Welsh undertook to pay the rent, and the Had- 
dington furniture was carried thither. She proposed to 
remain there with her daughter till October, and was 
then to remove finally to her father’s house at Templand, 
where the ceremony was to come off. Carlyle when 
once married and settled in Edinburgh would be in the 
way of any employment which might offer for him. 
At Comely Bank, at any rate, IMrs. Welsh could be 
received occasionally as a visitor. For immediate 
expenses of living there was Carlyle’s 200^., and such 
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additions to it as he could earn. Miss Welsh recovered 
hope and spirit* and wrote in June from the new home, 
describing it and its position. 

It is by no means everything one might wish (she said) ; 
but it is by much the most suitable that could be got. 
particularly in situation, being within a few minutes* walk of 
the town, and at the same time well out of its smoke and 
bustle. Indeed it would be quite country-looking, only that 
it is one of a range ; for there is a real flower garden in 
front, overshadowed by a fair spreading tree, while the 
windows look out on the greenest fields with never a street 
to be seen. As for interior accommodation, there are a 
dining room and a drawing room, three sleeping rooms, a 
kitchen, and more closets than I can see the least occasion 
for unless you design to be another Blue Beard. So you 
see we shall have apartments enough, on a small scxile indeed 
almost laughably small ; but if this is no objection in youi- 
eyes, neither is it any in mine. 


Carlyle was supremely satisfied. The knotty problem 
which had seemed so hopeless was now perfectly solved. 

To Miaa Welsh. 

_ . . . ... ScoL«»brig: July 19. 1826. 

It IS thus the mind of man can lei\rn to command the 
most complex destiny, and like an experienced steersman (to 
si^'ik in a most original figure) to steer its barque throu-h 
all imaginable currents, undercurrents, quicksands, reefs, 
and stormy weather. Here are two swallows in the corner of 
my window that have taken a house (not at Comely Bank) 
this summer; and in spite of drought and bad crops, are 
bringing up a family together with the liighest contentment 



363 LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 

and unity of soul. Surely, surely, Jane Welsh and Thomas 
Carlyle here as they stand have in them conjunctly the 
wisdom of many swallows. Let them exercise it then, in 
God’s name, and live happy as these birds of passage are 
doing. It is not nature that made men unhappy, but their 
own despicable perversities. The Deuce is in the people ! 
Have they not food and raiment fit for all the wants of the 
body ; and wives, and children, and brotheis, and parents, 
and holiest duties for the Wcants of the soul ? What ails 
them then, the ninnies ? Their vanity, their despicable, 
very despicable self-conceit^ conjoined with, or rather 
grounded on, their lowness of mind. They want to be 
happy, and by happiness they mean pleasure^ a series of 
passive enjoyments. If they had a quarter of an eye they 
would see that there not only was not, but could not be such 
a thing in God’s creation. I often seriously thank this 
otherwise very infernal distemper for having helped to teach 
me these things. They are not to be learned without sore 
affliction. Happy be to whom even affliction will teach them I 
And here ends my present lecture. 

The great business having been once arranged, the 
rest of the summer flew swiftly by. ‘ German Romance 
was finished, and paid for the marriage expenses. 
The world was taken into confidence by a formal 
announcement of what was impending : Miss Welsh, 
writing for the first time to her relations, sent a 
description of her intended husband to the wife of her 
youngest uncle, Mrs. George Welsh. She was not 
blinded by affection — no one ever less so in her circum- 
stances. I have not kept back what I believe to have 
been faults in Carlyle, and the lady to whom he was to 
be man-ied knew what they were better than anyone 
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else can know ; yet here was her deliberate opinion of 

stood there such as he had made himself; a 

peasant’s sou who had run about barefoot in Eccle- 

fechan street, with no outward advantages, worn with 

many troubles bodily and mental. His life had been 

pure and without spot. He was an admirable son, a 

faithful and affectionate brother, in all private relations 

blamelessly innocent. He had splendid talents, which 

he rather felt than understood ; only he was determined, 

m the same high spirit and duty which had governed 

his personal conduct, to use them well, whatever they 

might be, as a trust committed to him, and never 

never to sell his soul by travelling the primrose path to 

wealth and distinction. If honour came to him, honour 

was to come unsought. I feel as if in dwelling on his 
wi I fulness ^ 


I did him wrong, being so majcsticnl, 
To offer liim the show of violence. 


But r learnt my duty from himself: to paint him 
as he was, to keep back nothing and extenuate nothing 

reputation, take him for 
all in aU, would emerge less scathed from so hard a 
scrutiny* 

eath in 1866. It c;irae to him, as he said, ‘as a 
ash of radiance from above.’ One or two shVht 
^o es w ich he attached are marked with his initials. 


To Afra. George Welah, Boreland, DuTn/Hea. 

arv dear ATra u xr ^empland : Septei»l>or. 1826 . 

j think me just about 
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the most faithless character in the nation ; bnt I know, my. 
self, that I am far from being so bad as I seem. The truth 
is, the many strange things I have had to do and ttok of in 
late months left me no leisure of mind for wntmg mere 
complimentary letters ; but still you, as well as others of my 
friends, have not been remembered by me with the less 
kindness that you have seen no expression of my remera- 
bi-ance on paper. So pray do not go to entertain any hard 
thoughts of me, my good little aunt, seemg that at bottom I 
deserve nothing but loving-kindness at your hands. Better 
add a spice of long-suffering to your loving-kindness, which 

will make us the very best friends in the world. 

It were no news to you what a momentous matter I have 
been busied with. ‘ Not to know that would argue yomself un- 
known.’ For a marriage is a topic suited to the capacities of 
all living ; and in this, as in every other known jnstante, has 
been made the most of. Bat, forasmuch as much breath hM 
been wasted on ‘ my situation,’ I have my own doubts whether 
they have given you any right idea of it. They would tel 
you, I should suppose, firet and foremost, that ray 'ir'ended 
poor (for that it requires no great depth of sagacity to d^- 
^ver) ; and in the next place, most likely, mdulge m some 
criticisms scarce flattering on his birth,' the more likely d 
their oivn birth happened to be mean or doubtful ; and d 
they happened to be vulgar fine people with disputed p^ 
tensions^to good looks, they would to a certainty set bom 
down as unpolished and ill-looking. But a hunted chances 

to one they would not teU you he is 

men of his day— and not the cleverest only, but the mos 

. • Graeie. of Dumfries, kmd of “genealogist by ^ 

lone since (of his owd accord, not knowing me) my er^ndfatbep to^ 
ISy aescended from the “ first Lord Carlyle.” and bnuga a^^ 
from the brother of the murdered Duncan. What laughing my 
uiul I had when thttt document amTed.— T. O. 
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enlightened ; that he possesses all the qualities I deem 
essential in my husband — a warm, true heiirt to love me, a 
towering intellect to command me, and a spirit of fire to be 
the guiding star of my life.* Excellence of this sort always 
requires some degree of superiority in those who duly appixi- 
ciate it. In the eyes of the eanaiUe, jwor soulless wretches, 
it is mQTQ fooUshtiesa ; and it is only the canaille who babble 
about other people’s affairs. 

Such, then, is this future husband of mine — not a great 
man according to the most common sense of the word, but 
truly great in its natural proper sense : a scholar, a poet, a 
philosoj)hcr, a wise and noble man, one * who holds his patent 
of nobility from Almighty God,’ and whose high stature of 
manhood is not to be meiisured by the inch rule of Lilliputs. 
Will you like him ? No matter whether you do or not, 
since I like him in the deepest part of my soul.* 

I wor.ld invite you to my wedding if I meant to invite 
anyone ; but to my taste such ceremonies cannot be too 
priv'ate. Besides by making distinctions amongst my rela- 
tions on the occasion, I should be sure to give offence ; and 
by God’s blessing I will have no one there who does not feel 
kindly both towards him and me. 

My affectionate regards to my nncle ; a kiss to wee John ; 
and believe me always. 

Your sincere friend and dutiful niece, 

Jaxe Welsh. 3 

The wedding day drew on ; not without (as Wiis 

* ‘Alas! alaa* — T. C.' 

* ' God blesa theo, doar on© I T. C.’ 

* ‘Letter re^ul now— January 24. 1868-nfter a sleoploss nJght wiHml 
such as has uw oHon befaHoD lattorly. cuts me through the soul with 
inexpressiblo feohn^a — no small portion of them. Oh 1 my ©Tor 
dear on© I Uow was all this fulfllled for thee fulfilled ! I— T. C.' 



372 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE, 


natural) more than the usual nervousness on both sides 
at the irrevocable step which was about to be ventured. 
Carlyle knew too well * that he was a perverse mortal 
to deal with,’ ‘ that the best resolutions made shipwreck 
in practice,’ and that * it was a chance if any woman 
could be happy with him.’ ‘The brightest moment 
of his existence,* as in anticipation he had regarded 
his marriage, was within three weeks of him, yet he 
found himself ‘ splenetic, sick, sleepless, void of faith, 
hope, and charity — in short, altogether bad and worth- 
less.’ ‘ I trust Heaven I shall be better soon,’ he said j 
‘ a certain incident otherwise will wear a quite original 
aspect.’ Clothes had to be provided, gloves thought 
of. Scotch custom not recognising licences in such 
cases, required that the names of the intended pair 
should be proclaimed in their respective churches ; and 
this to both of them was intolerable. They were to be 
married in the morning at Templand, and to go the 
same day to Comely Bank. 

Carlyle, thrifty always, considered it might he ex- 
pedient ‘ to take seats in the coach from Dumfries.’ 
The coach would be safer than a carriage, more certain 
of arriving, c&c. So nervous was be, too, that he wished 
his brother John to accompany them on their joiuney — 
at least part of the way. In her mind the aspect of 
the affair varied between tragic and comic, Carlyle’s 
troubles over the details being ludicrous enough. 

I am resolved in spirit (she said), and even joyful — joyful 
in the face of the dreaded ceremony, of starvation, and of 
every horrible fate. Oh, my dearest friend, be always so 
good to me, and I shall make the best and happiest wife. 
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When I read in your looks and words that yon love me, then 
I care not one straw for the whole univeree besides. But 
when you fly from me to smoke tobacco, or 8p>cak of me as a 
mere circumstance of your lot, then indeed my heart is 
troubled about many things. 

Miss Welsh, too, as well as Carlyle, had a fiery 
temper. When provoked she was as hard as flint, with 
possibilities of dangerous sparks of fire. She knew her 
tendencies and made the best resolutions : 

I am gomg really to be a very meek-temj*cred wife (she 

wrote to him). Indeed, I am begun to be meck-Lempered 

already. l^Iy aunt tolls me she could live for ever w'itli me 

without quarrelling, I am so rciisonable and e<|uuble in my 

humour. There is soinethiug to gladden your heart withal. 

And more than this, my gnindfather observed, while I was 

supping my porridge last night, that ‘she wjis really a douce 

peacejible body that Pen.* Do you i)erccive, my good sir, the 

fault Will be wholly your own if we do not get on most har- 
moniously together. 


Ihe gnindfather, as Carlyle was coming into his 
family, was studying what he had already written. 

My grandfather (she added) has been particularly pic- 
turesque these two days. Ou coming down staii-s on Sunday 
eveuing I found him jioring over ‘ Wilhelm Mcistcr ’ ‘ \ 

stmnge choice,’ I observed, by way of taking the fii-st word 
With him, ‘for Sund.ay reading.’ He answered me nuitc 
sliaiply, ‘ ^ot at all, miss ; the book is a very good book ; it 
IS all about David and Goliah.* 

Jest as she would, however, I^Tiss Welsh was 
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frightened and Carlyle was frightened. The coach 
suggestion had sent a shiver through her. They com- 
forted one another as if they were going to be executed. 

% 

To TJiomaa Carlyle. 

Tempi and : October 10* 

You desired me to answer your letter on Thursday, but 1 
have waited another post that I might do it better, if indeed 
any good thing is to be said under such hoixid circumstances. 
Oh do, for Heaven*s sake, get into a more benignant humour, 
or the incident \viU not only wear a very original aspect, but 
likewise a very heart-breaking one. I see nob how I am to 
go through with it. I turn quite sick at the thought. Bub 
it were Job’s comfort to vex you with my anxieties and 
‘ severe affection.’ 1 will rather set before you, by way of 
encouragement, that the purgatory will soon be past, and 
would speak peace where there is no i)eace, only that you 
would easily see tlnnugh such affected philosophy. There is 
nothing for us then but, like the Annan congregation, to 
pray to the Lord. 

I have said that I delayed writing that I might do it more 
satisfactorily for this reason. I expected to know last night 
when my mother is to come from Edinburgh, in which case 
I should have been able to name some day, though not so 
early a one as that proposed ; but alas ! alas ! my mother is 
dilatory and uncertain as ever, and the only satisfaction I can 
give you at this time is to promise I will soon write again. 
What has taken her to Edinburgh so inopportunely I to set 
some fractious of women cutting out white gowns, a thing 
wliich might have been done with all convenience when we 
were there last mouth. But some people are wise, and some 
are otherwise, and I shall be glad to get the gowns any way, 
for 1 should like ill to imt you to charge in that article fora 



AfARRJA GE. 


375 


very great while. Besides, you know it would be a bad omen 
to marry in mourning. AVhen I first put it on, six years 
ago,^ I thought to wear it for ever ; but I have found a 
second father, and it were ungrateful not to show, even 
externally, how much I rejoice in him. 

I fear you must be proclaimed to your own parish. Pity, 
since you are so ashamed of me I but I wiU enlighten you 
on that hc<ad also in my next. 

With resi>ect to the journey part of the business, I loudly 
declare for running the risk of being stuck up part of the 
way (which at this season of the year is next to none) rather 
than undergo the unheard-of horror of being thrown into the 
company of strangers in such severe circumstances, or possibly, 
which would be still worse, of some acquaintance in the stage 
coach. For the same reason I prohibit John from going 
with us an inch of the road ; and he must not think there is 
any unkindness in this. 1 ho{>e your mother is praying for 
me. Give her my affectionate regards. 

Jane Welsh. 

Carlyle, on his side, tried to allay his fears of what 
IMiss Welsh called ‘ the odious ceremony ’ by readin<» 
Kant, and had reached the hundred and fiftieth page of 
the ‘Kritik der reinen Vemunft,’ when he found that it 
was too abstruse for his condition, and th.it Scott’s 
novels would answer better. With this assistance he 
tried to look more cheerfully on the adventure. 

After all (he said) I believe we take this impending cere- 
mony far too much to heart. Bless me ! Have not many 
people been married before now ? and were they not all curried 
through with some measure of Christian comfonrty and taught 

' hoT her father. She huU worn mourning ever since. 
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to see that mamage was simply nothing — but marriage 7 
Take courage, then, and let no ‘cold shudder* come over 
you ; and call not this an odious ceremony, but rather a 
blessed ordinance sanctioning by earthly laws what is already 
sanctioned in heaven ; uniting two souls for worldly joy and 
woe which in God’s sight have chosen one another from 
amongst all men. Can any road be dark which is leading 
thither ? You will see it will be all ‘ smooth as oil,* notwith- 
standing our forebodings. Consider Goethe’s saying, ‘ We 
look on our scholars as so many swimmers, each of whom in 
the element that threatened to devour him, unexpectedly feels 
liimself home up and able to make progress ; and so it is 
with all that man undertakes * — with marriage as with other 
things. By all reasons, therefore, German and English, I 
call on you to be composed in spirit, and to fear no evil in 
this really blessed matter. 

To your arrangements about the journey and the other 
items of the how and when, I can only answer as becomes me. 
Be it as thou hast said. Let me know your will and it shall 
he my pleasure. And so by the blessing of Heaven we shall 
roll along side by side with the speed of post-horses till we 
an’ive at Comely Bank. I shall only stipulate that you will 
let me, by the road, as occasion serves, smoke three cigars 
without criticism or reluctance, as things essential to my 
l)erfecb contentment. Yet if you object to this article, think 
not that I will brciik oiT the match on that account, but 
i-atlier, like a dutiful husband, submit to the everlasting 
ordinance of Providence, and let my wife have her way. 

You are very kind, and more just than I have reason to 
expect, in imputing my ill-natured speeches (for which 
Heaven forgive me) to their true cause — a disordered ner- 
vous system. Believe me, Jane, it is not I, but the Devil 
speaking out of me, which could utter one haish word to a 
heart that so little deserves it. Oh, I were blind and 
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wretched if I could make thee unhappy. But it will not and 
shall not be, for I am not naturally a villain ; and at bottom 
I do love you well. And so when we have learnt to know 
each other as we are, and got all our arrangements accom- 
plished and our household set in order, I dure promise you 
that it will all be well, and we shall live far happier than we 
have ever hoped. Sickness is the origin, but no good cause, 
of indiscriminating spleen ; if we are wise we must learn, if 
not to resist, at least to evade its influences — a science'in 
which even I in the midst of iny own esUblishmeut fancy I 
have made some progress, and despair not of making more. 

As to the proclamation, on which I expect your advice 
I protest I had rather be proclaimed in all the p;irish churches 
of the empire than miss the little bride I have in my eye 
whom I see not how I am to do without. So got the «mxvns 
made ready and loiter not, and tell me, and in a Twink- 
hng valid / Thank your aunt for her kind invitation 
which I do not refuse or accept till the next letter, waiting 
to see how matters turn. I was surely bom to be a Bedouin 
^ithout freedom ‘ I should soon die and do nochb ava.’ Ify 
chosen abode is in my own house in preference to the 
palace of Windsor ; and next to this shall I not, with the 
man m the play, take my ease at mine inn ? 

My mother’s prayers (to speak with all seriousness) are, I 
do believe, not wanting either to you or to me, and if the 
sincere wishes of a true soul can have any virtue, we shall 
not want a blessing. She bids me send you the kindest 
message I c^ui contrive, wliich 1 send by itself without con- 
tiivance. She says she will have one good ^reet when we 
set off, and then be at pc-ace. Now then what remains but 
that jou appoint the date, that you look forward to it with 
trust m n.e and trust in yourself, and come with trust to 
your husband s arms and heart, there to abide through all 
chances for ever ? Oh, we are two ungrateful wretches, or 
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we should be happy. Write soon, and love me for ever ; 
and 80 goodnight, Tnein Herzenskind. Thine mif eivig^ 

T. Oahlyle. 

So the long drama came to its conclusion. The 
banns were published, the clothes made, the gloves 
duly provided. The day was the 17th of October, 1826. 
Miss Welsh’s final letter, informing Carlyle of the de- 
tails to be observed was humorously headed, ‘ The laet 
Speech and mat'Tying Words of that unfortv/TMte 
young womans Jane Baillie Welsh.* 

Truly (answered Carlyle), a most delightful and swanlike 
melody is in them — a tenderness and warm devoted trust 
worthy of such a maiden bidding farewell to the unmarried 
earth of which she was the fairest ornament. Let us pray 
to God that our holy purpose is not frustrated. Let us 
trust in Him and in each other, and fear no evil that can 
befall us. 

They were married at Templand in the quietest 
fashion, John Carlyle the only other person present ex- 
cept Miss Welsh’s family. Breakfast over, they drove 
off, not in the coach, but in a post-chaise, and without 
the brother. No delays or difficulties befell them on the 
road. Whether Carlyle did or did not smoke his three 
cigars remains unrecorded. In the evening they arrived 
safely at Comely Bank. 

Regrets and speculations on * the might have beens* 
of life are proverbially vain. Nor is it ceriain that 
there is anything to regret. The married life of 
Carlyle and Jane Welsh was not happy in the roseate 
sense of happiness. In the fret and chafe of daily life 
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the sharp edges of the facets of two diamonds remain 
keen, and they never wear into surfaces which har- 
moniously correspond. A man and a woman of excep- 
tional originality and genius are proper mates for one 
another only if they have some other object before them 
besides happiness, and are content to do without it. 
For the forty ye^irs which these two extraordinary 
persons lived together, their essential conduct to the 
world and to each other was sternly upright. They had 

to encounter poverty in its most threatening aspect 

poverty which they might at any moment have escaped 
if Carlyle would have sacrificed his intellectual integrity, 
would have carried his talents to the market, and writ- 
ten down to the level of the multitude. If he flagged, 
it was his wife who spurred him on ; nor would she ever 
allow him to do less than his very best. She never 
flattered anyone, least of all her husband ; and when 
she saw cause for it the sarcasms flashed out from her as 
the sparks fly from lacerated steel. Carlyle, on his side, 
did not find in his marriage the miraculous transforma- 
tion of nature which he had promised himself. He 
remained lonely and dyspeptic, possessed by thoughts 
and convictions which struggled in him for utterance, 
and which could be fused and cast into form only (as I 
have heard him say) when his whole mind was like a 
fui-nace at white heat. The work which he has done is 
before the world, and the world has long acknowledged 
what it owes to him. It would not have been done as 
well, perhaps it would never have been done at all, if 
he had not had a woman at his side who would bear, 
without resenting it, the outbreaks of his dysi>eptic 
humour, and would shield him froui the petty troubles 
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of a poor man’s life — from vexations which would have 
irritated him to madness — by her own incessant toil. 
The victory was won, but, as of old in Aulis, not 
without a victim. Miss Welsh had looked forward to 
being Carlyle’s intellectual companion, to sharing his 
thoughts and helping him with his writings. She was 
not overrating her natural powers when she felt herself 
equal to such a position and deserving it. The reality 
was not like the dream. Poor as they were, she had to 
work as a menial servant. She, who had never known 
a wish ungratified for any object which money could 
buy ; she, who had seen the rich of the land at her feet, 
and might have chosen among them at pleasure, with 
a weak frame withal which had never recovered the 
shock of her father’s death — she after all was obliged 
to slave like the wife of her husband’s friend Wight- 
man the hedger, and cook and wash and scour and 
mend shoes and clothes for many a weary year. Bravely 
she went through it all; and she would have gone 
through it cheerfully if she had been rewarded with 
ordinary gratitude. But if things were done rightly, 
Carlyle did not inquire who did them. Partly he was 
occupied, partly he was naturally undemonstrative, and 
partly she in generosity concealed from him the worst 
which she had to bear. The hardest part of all was 
that he did not see that there was occasion for any 
special acknowledgment. Poor men’s wives had to 
work. She was a poor man’s wife, and it was fit and 
natural that she should work. He had seen his mother 
and his sisters doing the drudgery of bis father’s house- 
hold without expecting to be admired for doing it. 
Ml'S. Carlyle’s life was entirely lonely, save so far us 
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she had other friends. He consulted her judgment 
about his writings, for he knew the value of it, but in 
his conceptions and elaborations he chose to be always 
by himself. He said truly that he was a Bedouin. 
When he was at work he could bear no one in the 
room ; and at least through middle life, he rode and 
walked alone, not choosing to have his thoughts inter- 
rupted. The slightest noise or movement at night 
shattered his nervous system ; therefore he required a 
bedroom to himself ; thus from the first she saw little 
of him, and as time went on less and less ; and she, too, 
was human and irritable. Carlyle proved, as his mother 
had known him, ‘ill to deal wiV Generous and kind 
as he was at heart, and as he always showed himself 
when he had leisure to reflect, ‘ the Devil,* as he had 
said, ‘ continued to speak out of him in distempered 

sentences,* and the bitter arrow was occasionally shot 
back* 

Miss Welsh, it is probable, would have passed through 
life more pleasantly had she married someone in her 
own rank of life; Carlyle might have gone through it 
success^lly with his mother or a sister to look after 
him. But, after all is said, trials and sufferings are 
only to be regretted when they have proved too severe 
to be borne. Though the lives of the Carlyles were not 

beginning to 

the end they were grandly beautiful. Neither of them 
probably under other conditions would have risen to as 
high an excellence as in fact they each achieved ; and 
the mam question is not how happv men and women 
have been m this world, hut what they have made of 
themselves. I well remember the bright assenting 
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laugh with which she once responded to some words of 
mine when the propriety was being discussed of relax- 
ing the marriage laws. I had said that the true way to 
look at maniage was as a discipline of characteiv 
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CHAPTER XX 

. A,D. 1826. .®T. 3L 

Married life had begun ; and the first eighteen months 
of his new existence Carlyle afterwards looked back 
upon as the happiest that he had ever known. Yet the 
rest which he had expected did not come immediately. 
He could not rest without work, and work was yet to be 
found. ^len think to mend their condition by a change 
of circumstances. They might as well hope to escape 
from their shadows. His wife was tender, careful, 
thoughtful, patient, but the spirit which possessed her 
husband, whether devil or angel he could hardly tell, 
still left him without peace. 

I am still drcadfally confused (he wrote to his mother a 
few days after his arrival at Comely Bank), I am still far 
from being at home in my new situation, but .... I have 
reason to say that I have been mercifully dealt with; and if 
an outward man worn with continual harassmentsand spirits 
wasted with so many agitations would let me see it, that I may 
fairly calculate on being far happier than I have ever been. 
The house is a perfect model, furnished with every accommo- 
dation that heart could desire, and for my wife, I may say in 
my heart that she is far better than any other wife, and loves 
me with a devotedness which it is a mystery to me how I 
have ever deseiwed. She is gay and happy as a lark, and 
looks with such soft cheerfulness into ray gloomy countenance. 
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that new nope passes over into me every time I meet her eye. 
In truth I was very sullen yesterday, sick with sleeplessness, 
nervous, bilious, splenetic, and all the rest of it. 

His days were spent in solitary wanderings by the 
sad autumnal sea. He begged his brother John to 
come to him. • 

I am all in a maze (he said), scarce knowing the right 
hand from the left in the path I have to walk. I am still 
imperfectly supplied with sleep ; no wonder therefore that my 
sky should be tinged with gloom. Meanwhile, tell my 
mother that I do believe I shall get hefted to my new situa- 
tion, and then be one of the happiest men alive. Tell her 
also that by Jane’s express request I am to read a sennon and 
a chapter with commentary, at least every Sabbath moniing, 
to my household, also that we are taking seats in church, and 
design to live soberly and devoutly as beseems us. On the 
whole this wife of mine surpasses my hopes. She is so 
tolerant, so kind, so cheerful, so devoted to me : oh that I 
were worthy of her ! "Why am I not happy then ? Alas ! 
Jack, I am bilious. I have to swallow salts and oil ; the 
physic leaves me pensive yet quiet in heart, and on the whole 
happy enough ; but the next day comes a burning stomach 
and a heart full of bitterness and gloom. 

The entries in his dairy are still more desponding. 

December 7, 1826. — hfy whole life has been a continual 
nightmare, and my awakening will be in hell. — Tieck. 

There is just one man unhappy : he who is possessed by 
some idea which he cannot convert into action, or still more 
which restrains or withdmws him from action. — Goethe. 
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The end of man is an action, not a tlioiifrht.— A ristoti f 
A dam IS fabled by the Talmudists to have had a wife 
kfore Eve : she was ealled Lilith, aad their progeny was all 

manner of a.jnatie and aerial— devils.— UuitTON. 


As he grew more eomposcd, Carlyle thought of 
.ng some kind of didactic novel. He could n^t 

He had no xnvenlion. His genius was for fact • to Hv 
tion "•telleet and all his imagin'a- 

fnttJl he";;' in 'I'e 

» n-.uiing. Mr Ihonias P>iowne Ril/.nri, 

t>haftcsbui v. Herder 

UMi- r,,' Y^rtier, UecK, Hans Sachs, Werner Sii- 

■«» .. e,,,. 

elegiac mood so «off « , ^ ^ absolutely beautiful : a still 

mg canojiy of iiMit * -iii echo f 1*^ t*>c everlnst- 

been a good man What u-..tt 1 • , ‘ nmst have 

form of lus ehunmtcr the real 

the gruiter nmni>er.* Two inf-m£ to 

about the nature of this life nnVI.tt 

two men reasoning here about^H^ unhandsome type of 
Bhould like to know more o . I 

eUnd bis time better also ^ ^n^ht to under- 

VC. to make of this old 
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English lifcerdture ? Touches of true beauty are thickly 
scattered over these works ; great learning, solidity of 
thought ; but much, much that now cannot avail any longer. 
Certainly the spirit of that age was far better than that of 
burs. Is the fonn of our literature an improvement intrin- 
sically, or only a form better adapted to our actual condi- 
tion ? I often think the latter. Dilliculty of speaking on 
these points without affectation. We know not what to think, 
and would gladly think something very striking and pretty. 

Sir Walter llaleigh’s ‘Advice to his Son,’ worldly \vise, 
sharp, far-seeing. The motto, ‘ Nothing like getting on.’ Of 
Burghley’s * Advice ’ tlie motto is the same ; the execution, if 
I rightly remember, is in a gentler and more loving spirit. 
Walsingham’s ‘ Manual * I did not read. These men of 
Elizabeth’s are like so many Romans or Greeks. Weie we 
to seek for the Cicsars, the Ciceros, Pericles, Alcibiades of 
England, we should find them nowhere if not in that era. 
Wherefore are these things hid, or worse than hid, presented 
in false tinsel colom*s, originating in affected ignorance aud 
producing affected ignorance ? Would I knew lightly about 
it a!id could present it rightly to otlicrs. For ‘ hear, alas ! 
this mournful truth, nor hear it with :i frown.’ Tlicrc in 
lliat old age lies the only true poetical literature of England. 
The poets of the last age took to jiedagogy (Po|)e and iiis 
school), and shrewd men they were ; those of the present 
age to ground and lofty tumbling, and it will do your heart 
good to see how they vault. 

It is a damnable heresy in criticism to maintain either 
expressly or implicitly that the ultimate object of poetry is 
sensation. That of cookery is such, but not that of poetry. 
Sir Walter Scott is the great intellectual restaurateur of 
Europe, lie might have been numbered among the Con- 
scriftt Fabhera. Tie has chosen the woraer part, and is only 
a huge Publicanus. What are his novels — any ouoof LJiein ? 
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A bout of champ;ij;ne, claret, iiort, or even ale drinking. 
Are we wiser, better, holier, stronger ? No. Wo have becMi 
amused. Oh, Sir Walter, thou kiiowest so well that Virlus 
lamlutur et ahjet ! IJyroii — good generous hapless Byron ! 
And yet wlicn he died he was only a Kruftuumn (^Power- 
tium as the Germans will them). Had he lived he would 
have been a poet. 

What shall I s;iy of Herder's ‘ Ideen zur Pliilosophie 

der Geschichte der Menschlieit* ? Au extraoidinary book, 

yet one wliieh by no meaus wholly ))le:iselh me. If Herder 

were nob known as a devout man and clei k, liis book would 

be reckoned atheistieal. Everything is the elfect of cir.auu- 

stauces or organisiition. Er war was er sez/zt kozmte. 'J'he 

breath of^ life is but a higlier intensiition of light ainl eke- 

triciby. This is surely very dubious, to say no woise of it. 

1 heones of this and kindred sorts deform his whole work 

immortality not sliown us, but left us to be hoped for and 

to believed by faith. This world sufliciently explainable 

without reference to another. Strange ideas about the Jiible 

and religion ; i«i.s.sing stnuige we think them for a cleigy- 

mau. Must see mure of Herder. He is a 1 e.v B|>ecies"'in 
Some degree. * 

Dccezzibfr 7.— Ohateauhriand, Friedrich Sehle,^el. Werner, 
anil that class of man among omseIvc.s, anyone of the 
distinctive leatmes of the time. When Babylon the Great 
IS about to be destroyed, her doom is alre .dy appointed 
by mlidehty ; and religion, too much interwoven with that 
same Babylon, has nob yet risen on her mind, bub seems 
rather, only seems, as if about to i>erish with her. A curious 
cs&iy might be written on the customary gi-ounds of human 
belief, ^es, it is true. The decisions of reason ( 1 Vniw/z/A 
are sui>enor to those of nndei-standing {_Versta)id). 
at^i vary in every age (by what law ? ), while the former 
last for ever, and are the same in all form;, of maulinud. 

2o — 2 
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Oh Pai-son Alison, whafc an essay ‘ On Taste * is that of 
thine I Oh most intellectual Athenian, whafc accounts are 
those you give us of Morality and Faith, and all that really 
makes a man a man ? Can you believe that the * Beautiful ’ 
and ‘ Good * have no deeper root in ns than ‘ association,* 
‘ sympafcliy,* ‘ calculation * ? Tlien, if so, whence, in Heaven’s 
name, comes this sympathy, tlic pleasure of this association, 
the ohliijancij of this utility ? You strive, like the witch in 
iroffmann to work from tlic outside inwards, and two inches 
below the surface you will never get. 

The philosophy of Voltaire and his tribe exhilarates and 
nils ns with glorying for a season — the comfort of the Indian 
who wai'uied himself at the flames of his bed. 

A clown that killed his ass for drinking up the moon, \d 
htnam mtauh redderet. In Lud. Vives. True of many 
critics of sceptics. The sceptics have not drunk up the 
moon, hut the reflcc-tion of it in their own dirty puddles; 
therefore need not be slain. 

Januar//, 18:^7. — Read Mendelssohn’s * Plucdon,* a half 
translation, half imitation of Plato’s ‘ Phsedon,* or last 
thoughts of Socrates on the immortality of the soul. On the 
whole a good book — and convincing ? Ai/ dc mi! These 
things, 1 fear, arc not to be i>roved but believed ; not seized 
by the understanding, hut hy faith. However, it is some- 
lliiner to remove errors if not introduce truths : and to show 
ns that our analogies drawn from corjiorciil tilings are entirely 
itiapplicahle to the case. For the present, I will confess it, 

I scarce see how we can reason with absolute certainty on 
the nature or fate of anytliing, for it seems to me we only see 
our own perce]>lioiis and their relations ; that is to say, our 
soul sees only its own partial reflex and manner of existing 
and conceiving. 

Sajnoitia prima e.*?/ stidfifid candsae. Fully as well 
thus, StuUitia prima est sapientid caruisse : the case of all 
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materialist metaphysicians, most utilitarians, moralists, and 
geueraily all negative philosopher, by whatever name they 
call themselves. It was God that s;ud Yes. It is the Devi) 
that for ever says No. 

Leibnitz and Descartes found all ti JiLb to rest on our see- 
ing and belieWng in God. We English have found our seeh.g 
and believing in God to rest on all truth, and pretty work we 
have made of it. 

Is not political economy useful ? and ought not Joseph 
Hume and Macculloch to 1^ honoiu'cd of all men ? Jly cow 
is useful, and I kcej> her in the stable, and feed her with 
oilcake and ‘ch ifT and dregs,’ and esteem her tnily. Ihit 
shall she live in my parlour ? No ; by the Fates, she shall 
live in the stall. 

Virtue is its own reward, but in a very different sense 
than you suppose. Dr. Gowktlinrjtjdc. Tlic pleasure it brings ! 
Had you ever a diseased liver ? I will mainbun, and apj^al 
to all com}>etcnt judg<«, that no evil conscience with a good 
nervous system ever caused a tcntli p:irt of the misery that a 
bad nervous system, conjoined with the Ixisb conseionre in 
])ature, will always produce. What follows, then ? Pay off 
your momlist, and hire two ajiathecaries and two cooks. 
Soci-ates is inferior to Captain Barclay ; and the ‘ Enchiridion ’ 
of Epictetus must hide its head before Kitchener’s ‘ IVplic 
1 lecepts. Heed not tlic immorbility of the soul so long as 
you have beefsteaks, porter, and— blue pills. Das holc^der 

Teufel I Virtue is its own reward, beciuisc it needs no 
reward. 


To prove the existence of God, as Paley has attemj.fed 
to do, IS hke lighting a lantern to seek for the sun. If yon 
look hard by your lantern, you may miss your search. 

An historian must wi'itc, so to siieak, in lines ; but o\ i-ry 
event is a superficies. Nay, if we search out its caus.-s. a 
solid. Hence a primary and almost incurable defect in tlie 
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uit of narration, which only the very best can so much as 
approximately remedy. N.B. I nndci-staud this myself. I 
have known it for years, and have wi’ibten it now, with the 
purpose, per])aj», of writing it at large elsewhere. 

The courtesies of political life too often amount to little 
more than this, ‘ Sir, you and I care not two brass farthings 
the one for the other. We have and can have no friendship 
for each other. Nevertheless, let us enact it if we cannot 
practise it. Do you tell so many lies, and I shall tell so 
many ; and depend on it, the result will he of great service 
to both. For is not this Docemlwr weather vciy cold ? 
And though our grates are full of ice, yet if yon keep a 
picture of fire before yonra, and I another before mine, will 
nob this be next to a real coal and wood alTair ? ’ 

Goethe Dichtung iind Wahrhcib,* ii. 14) asserts that 
the sublime is natural to all young persons and peoples ; 
but that daylight (of reason) destroys it unless it can unite 
itself with the Beautiful ; in which case it remains in- 
destructible — a fine observation. 

The economies, all this time, had to bo attended to, 
and the prospect refused to brighten ; and this did not 
juend Carlyle’s spirits. 

No talent for the market, thought 1 — none ; the rovei-sc 
nither (so he says of himself, looking back in later years). 
Indeed, I was conscious of no considerable talent whatever, 
only of infinite shyness and abstnisc humour, veiled pride, 
&c., and looked out offcenesb on a scene that was abundantly 
mcuaciiig to me. What folly was in all tliis, what pusil- 
lanimity and beggarly want of hope. Nothing in it now 
seems nispcclable except that of ‘unfitness for the market,* 
&c., namely, the faith I had in me, and never would let go, 
that it was better to perish than do dishonest work, or do 
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one's honest work otherwise than well. All the rest I muj 
now bhisli for, and perhaps pity ; blush for especially. 

One piece of good fortune the Carlyles had. Ife Itad 
some friends in Kdinburgh and she many ; and ho wi*.s 
thus forced out of himself, lie was not allowed af(er 
all to treat visitors as ‘nauseous intruders.’ His wife 
had a genius for small evening entertainments ; little 
teii parties such as in after days the survivors of us 
remember in Cheyne Row, over which she presided 
with a grace all her own, and where wit and humour 
were to be heard flashing as in no other house we ever 
found or hoped to find. These began in Kdinburgh; 
anil no one who bail been once at Comely Hank refused 
a second invitation. Krewster came and Dc Quineey, 
penitent for his article on ‘ Meister,’ and Sir William* 
Hamilton and Wilson (though Wilson for some reason 
was shy of Carlyle), and many more. 

Carlyle, finding no employment ofl'ered him, was 
trying to make it. He sketched a pros^icctus for a 
literary Annual Register, ‘a work which sliould perform 
for the intelligent part of the reading worhl such services 
as “ Korget-me-Nots,” “Souvenirs,” seemed to per- 
form for the idle part of it.’ ‘ It was to exhibit a com- 
pressed view of the actual progress of mind in its 
various manifestations during the past year.’ The sub- 
jects were to be ‘ biographical portraits of distinguished 
persons lately deceased,* ‘ essays, sketches, miscellanies 
of various sorts, illustrating the existing state of litera- 
ture, morals, and manners — on which iioints,’ Carlvle 
thought, ‘ several things might be adduced not a lilde 
Burpnsing to the optimists and the mob of gent lemeu 



LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


392 

that wrote with ease.’ * Thirdly, critiques with extracts 
from the few really good books produced in England, 
Germany, and France, an essence of reviewing, a spirit 
of the literary produce of the year.’ ‘ Foiiithly, a 
similar account might be given of works of art and 
discoveries of science.’ ‘ Fifthly, though politics were 
to be excluded, any incidents, misfortunes, delusions, 
crimes, or heroic actions illustrative of the existing 
spiritual condition of man, might be collected and pre- 
served.’ Poetry was to bo admitted if it could be had 
good of its kind, only * with rigid exclusion of Odes 

written at , Verses to , and the whole genus 

of Songs by a Person of Quality.* 

Pity that no Edinburgh or London publisher could 
see his way to assisting Carlyle in this enteiqirise ; for 
he would have wi-itten most of it himself, and such a 
record would now be of priceless value. But he was 
unknown and unprepossessing. Neither the Meister 
nor the Schiller were selling as well as had been ex- 
pected. The booksellers hung back, and they judged 
rightly, perhaps, for their own interests. Carlyle, like 
all really original writers, had to create the Uiste which 
could appreciate him. The scheme came to nothing, 
and his small ca2)ital was slowly melting away. 

The picture of the Comely Bank life given in the 
‘ Reminiscences’ may be su2>2»lemcnted from the family 
letters. 

Jane ^Y(il6h Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle^ Scotsh^'ig.^ 

Comely JJaok : December 9* 1826. 

Aly dear llotlicr, — I nnisb not let the letter go without 

^ Deiug a postscript to a Jettor of Carlyle’s u^vo. 
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addtn*; my ‘ Be of -oorl dicer.* You would rejoice to see 
how mucli better iny husband is since we came liithcr. And 
wc arc really very hapj>y. Wlien he falls on some work we 
sliall be still happier. Indeed I should be very stupid or 
very thankless if I did not congratulate myself every hour of 
the day on the lot which it has plejiscd Providence to assign 
me. ify husband is so kind, so in all resjiects after my own 
heart. I was sick one day, and he nureed me as well as my 
own mother could have done, and he never says a hard word 
to me unless I richly deserve it. We see great numbere of 
I>eople, but are always most content alone. My husband 
reads then, and I read or work, or just sit and look at liim, 
which I really find as profitable an employment as any other* 

God ble-ss you and my little Je;in, whom I hoi.o to sec at no 
very distant date. 

Tiuimas Carlyle to Mrs. Carlyle, Scotshrig. 

Comfviy Itiiik : Janu.iry 2 

My dear Mother,— At length Tait (the publisher) has 
given nie an opportunity of sending off the weary l)ook,» and 
along with it a word or two to enquire after your welfare and 
assure you of my own. The German Romance I have 
in.scril)ed to my father, though I know he wdll not read aline 
of It. From you, however, I hope better things ; and at any 
mte I have sent you a book which I am sure you zvill read 
because it relates to a really good man, and one engaged in a 
^use which aU men must reckon good. You rnu.st accent 
this Life of Henry Martyn ' as a new year’s gift from me ; 
and while reading it beUeve tliat your son is a kind of 
missionary in his way— not to tlie heatlien of India, but to 
the British heathen, an mnumenible cla.ss whom he would 
gladly do something to convert if Ids perplexities and muni- 

^ Oeroiao liom^ince. 
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fold infirmities would give him leave. ... We must wait 
patiently and study to do what seiwice wc can, not despising 
the day of small things, but meekly trusting that hereafter 
it may he the day of greater. 

I am beginning to be vci’y instant for some sort of occu- 
pation, which, indeed, is my chief want at present. I must 
stii’ the waters and see Avhat is to be done. Many many 
plans I have, but few of them, I doubt, are likely to prove 
acceptable at present ; the times arc so bad, and bookselling 
trade so dull. Something, however, I will fix upon, forj^Olk— 
is as essential to me as meat and drink. Of money we are 
not’Tti want. Tlic other morning Welsh sent us a letter 
with sixty pounds enclosed, fearing lest cleanness of teeth 
might be ready to overtake os. I thought it extremely kind 
and handsome ; but wc returned the cash with many thanks, 
wishing to fight our own battle at least till the season of 
need arrive. 

I have not said a word yet about yonr kind Scotsbrig 
package. It was all right and in order, only that a few of 
tlie eggs (the box not being completely stuffed and firm) had 
siiffcrcd by tlic carriage. Mo.st part of tlicse Jane lias already 
converted into custards, pancakes, or the other like ware ; 
the others I am eating and find excellent. A woman conics 
here weekly with a fresh stock to us, and I cat just one 
daily, the price being I5d. per dozen. Now, my dear mother, 
you must make Alick write to me, and tell me all that is 
going on with himself or you. Wish all hands a happy new 
year in my name, and assure them all, one by one, that I 
will love them truly all my days. 

Thomas Carlyle to Alexander Carlyle. 


Comely Hank: Fobnia ry 8, 

Our situation at Comely Bank continues to he iinevcep- 
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tionahic— nay, in many points tnily onviahle. Ill health is 
not harder on ns than usual, and all other thin-s arc about 
one could wish them. It is strange, too, Iiow one gobs 
habituated to sickness. I bear my pain as Christian did his 
pack in the ‘ Pilgrim’s Progress,’ strapped on too tightly for 
throwing off ; but the stiiips do not gall me as they once did • 
m fact, I believe I am mther better, and certainly I have not 
been happier for many a year. Last week, too, I fairly l)cc^nn 
—a book.» Heaven only knows what it wdl turn to but I 
liave sworn to finish it. You shall hear about it as it pro- 
ceeds, but as yet we are only got through the fii-st chapter 
^ou wouhl won.lcr how much happier steady occupation 
makes us, and how smoothly we all get aloin-' Directly 
after brc;ikfast the good wife and the Doctor^ retire upstaiis 
to the drawing-room, a little place all fitted up like a lady’s 
workbo.y, where a spunk of fire is lit for the forenoon - and 
I meanwhile sib scribbling and meditating and wresMin- 
with the powers of dullness, till one or two o’clock, when I 
sally forth into the city or towards the seashore, takin-- care 
only to be home for the importnnt purpose of eonsiTniin.- 
my mnlton chop nt four. AfUn- dinner we all rts.d learned 
lansnages till eolTce (which we now often take at ni-ht in- 
stead of tea), and so on till hedtinie ; only that Jalij often 
sows ; and the Doctor goes up to the celestial globe, study in- 
the fixed stars through an upshoyed window, and "encmllv 
comes down to his i.orridgc about ten with a nose dropping 
at the extremity. Thus pass our days in our trim littl? 

and so 1w Putffscence (material 
and spiritual) of the reeky town, the sound of which we hear 

not, and only see over the knowe the reflection of its gmslights 

a„amst the dusky sky, and bless oureelvcs that we have 


* The DOVri. 

* John Carijrlo, now staging wjih fhem. 
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neither part nor lot in the matter. Many a time on a soft 
mild night I smoke my pipe in our little flower garden, and 
look ii})on all this and think of all absctit and present friends, 
and feel that I have good reason ‘ to be thankful I am not 
in Purgatory.’ 

Of society we might have abundance. People come on 
foot, on hoi-seback, and even in wheeled carriages to see us, 
most of whom Jane receives upstairs, and despatches with 
assiininccs that the weather is good, bad, or indifferent, and 
hints that theii* friendship passes the love of women. We 
receive invitations to dinner also ; but Jane has a cir- 
cular— or rather two circiilai's — one for those she values, and 
one for those she docs not value ; and one or other of these 
she sends in excuse. Thus we give no dinners and take none, 
and by tlie blessing of heaven design to persist in thiscouree 
so long as wc shall sec it to be best. Only to some three or 
four chosen people we give notice that on Wednesday nights 
wc shall ahvays be at home, and glad if they will call and 
tJilk for two horn's with no other entertainment but a cordial 
welcome and a cup of innocent tei\. Few Wednesday evenings 
(pass) accordingly when some decent soul or other does not 
step in and take his iilucc among us ; and wo convci’sc and 
really, I think, enjoy ourselves more than I liave witnessed at 
any bcef-ejiting and wiiic-bibbing convention which I have 
been trysted with attending. 

I had almost forgot to tell you that I have in my pocket a 
letter of introduction to Jeffrey of the ‘ Edinburgh Review.’ 
It was sent to me from Procter of London. One of these 
days I design presenting it, and you shall hear the result. 

Jane WeUlt Carlyle to Mrs. GarlyUy Scoisbi'ig. 

2! Comely Bank: February 17. 

Tily husband is busy below stairs, and I, it seems, am 
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this time to be the writer — with greater willingness than 
ability, indeed, for I have been very stupid these some days 
with cold. But you must not bo left in the idea that we 
are so neglectful as we have seemed. A little packet was 
actually written to go by the carrier on Wednesday ; when 
the rain fell and the wind blew, so that no living creature 
dared venture to his quarters. The Doctor proceeded thitlier 
as early ;is Wi\s good for his health, in case foi-tune in the 
shajHj of bad weather, or whisky, had intcri)oscd delay. By 
that time, however, carrier, boxes, and Bobby were all far on 
the road ; so you see there was nothing for it but to write 
by post, which I lose no time in doing. 

And now let me thank you for the nice egirs and butter, 
which arrived in best preservation and so opportunely — just 
as I Wi\s lamenting over the emptied cans as one who had 
no hope. Really it is most kind in you to be so mindful 
and helpful of our town wants, and most gratifying to us to 
see ourselves so cared for. 

The new book is going on at a regular mtc, and I wouUl 
fain persuade myself that his health and spirits are at the 
same regular rate improving. More contented he certainly 
is since he ap[)lied himself to this task, for he was not born 
to be anything but miserable in idleness. Oh that he were 
indeed well, well beside and occupied as he ought. 

How plain and clear life would then lie before us ! I verily 
believe there would not be such a haj)py pair of pe«)])le on 
the face of the whole earth. Yet we must not wish tin’s too 
Citrnestly. How many precious thitjgs do wc not already 
possess which othei-s have not, have liurdly an idea of ! Let 
us enjoy them then, and bless God that we arc perinitLed 
to enjoy them rather than importune his goodness with 
vain longing for more. Indeed we have a most cpiiet and 
even hap]»y life here. Within doors all is warm, is swept 
and garnished, and without the country is no longer winier 
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like, bub beginning to be gay and green. Many pleasant 
people come to sec us ; and such of our visitors as are not 
pleasant people have at least the good effect of enhancing 
the pleasures to us of being alone. Alone we arc never 
weary. If I have not Jean’s enviable gift of talking, I 
am at least among the best listeuei’s in the kingdom, and 
my husband has always something iutcrosbing and instruc- 
tive to s;iy. Then we have hooks to read — all sorts of them, 
from fcjcott’s Bible down to novels — and 1 have sewing- 
needles, and pui*se-needles, and all conceivable implements 
for ladies* work. There is a piano, too, for ‘soothing the 
savage hreiist * when one cares for its charms ; but I am sorry 
to say neither my playing nor my singing seems to give Mr. 
0. much delight. I console myself, however, with un])uting 
the blame to his want of taste rather than to my want of 
skill. 

So Jean is not eomirrg yet. Well, I am sorry for it ; but 
1 hoj)e the time is corning. In the mean time she must be 
a good girl, and read as much as she has time for, and above 
all tilings cultivate this talent of speech. It is luy husband’s 
worst fault to me that I will nob or cannot speak. Often 
when he lias talked for an hour without answer, he will beg 
for some siii'us of life on my part and the only sign I can 
give is a little kiss. Well, tliab is betU-r tlian nothing; 
don’t you think so ? 


She might well say, ‘ Ho has talked for an hour 
without answer.’ It was not easy to answer Carlyle, 
Already it seems his power of speech, unequalled so far 
as iny experience goes by that of any other man, had 
begun to ojjen itself. ‘ Carlyle first, and all the rest no- 
where,’ was the description of him by one of the best 
judges in I^ondoii, when speaking of the great talkers of 
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the day. Ilis vast reading, his minute observation, his 
miniculously retentive memory, gave him something 
valuable to say on every subject which could be mised. 
\\ hat he took into his mind was dissolved and recrys- 
tallised into original combinations of his owu. Ilis 
writing, too, was as fluent as his speech. His early 
letters — even the most exquisitely finished sentences of 
them — are in an even and beautiful hand without 
erasure or alteration of a phrase. NN'^ords flowed from 
him with a completeness of form which no effort could 
improve. When he was excited it was like the eri 4 >- 
tion of a volcano, thunder and lightning, hot stones 
and smoke and ashes. He had a natural tendency to 
exaggeration, and although at such times his extra- 


ordinary metaphors an<l flashes of Titanesquo humour 
made him always worth listening to, he was at his best 
when talking of history or poetry or biograpliy, or of 
some contemporary person or incident which had 
either touched his sympathy or amused his delieato 
sense of absurdity. His lauglx was from his whole 


nature, voice, eyes, and even his lx)ily. And there 
was never any malieo in it. His owil definition of 
humour, ‘a genial syiiqiathy with the under side,’ 
was the definition also of his own feeling about aH 
things and all persons, when it was himself that was 
speaking, and not wliat he called the devil that was 
occasionally in possession. In tfic long years that I 
was intimate with him 1 never heard him tell a 
malicious story or say a malicious word of any liuinan 
bmng. His language was sometimes like the rolling 
of a great cat iM.dral org;in, sometimes like the softest 
flute-notc*. sad or phiyful as the mood or the subject 
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might be ; and you listened — threw in, perhaps, an 
occasional word to show that you went along with him, 
but you were simply charmed, and listened on without 
caring to interrupt. Interruption, indeed, would answer 
little purpose, for Carlyle did not bear contradiction 
any better than Johnson. Contradiction would make 
him angry and unreasonable. He gave you a full 
picture of what was in his own mind, and you took it 
away with you and reflected on it. 

This singular faculty — wliich, from Mi-s. Carlyle’s 
language, appears to have been shared in some degi*ee 
by his sister Jean — had been the spell which had won 
his wife, as Othello’s hiles of his adventures won the 
heart of Desdemona ; and it was already brightening 
the evenings at Comely Bank. She on her side gives 
an imperfect idea of her own occui^ations when she 
describes herself as busy with needlework and books 
and the piano. They kept but one servant, and neither 
she nor her husband could endure either dirt or 
disorder, wliile Carlyle’s sensitive stomach required 
a more delicate hand in the kitchen than belonged 
to a maid of all work. The days of the loaf — her 
first baking adventure, which she watched as Ben- 
venuto Cellini watched his l^crseus — were not yet. 
ICiIiul-iurgh bread was eatable, and it was not till they 
were at Ciaigenputloek that she took cliarge of the 
oven. But Carlyle himself has already described her 
as making the damaged Scotsbrig eggs into custards 
and puddings. ‘ When they married,’ Miss Jewsbury 
says, ‘ she had determined that he should never write 
for money, but only when he had .something to say, 
and that, the would make whatever money he gave her 
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answer for all needful purposes. She m.nnnged so well 
that comfort was never absent from her house, and 
no one looking on could have guessed whether they 
weie rich or poor. Whatever she had to do she did 
with a peculiar personal grace that gave a charm to 
he most prosaic details. But she had to put her 
h.ind to tasks of the rudest kind. No one who in later 
yeai-s saw her lying on the sofa in broken health and 
languor would guess the amount of energetic hard 
work she had done in her life. Her insight was like 
witchcraft. When she was to make her first pudding 
she went into the kitchen and locked the door on 
herself having got the servant out of the road. It 
was to be such a pudding— not just a common pudding 
but somothing special, and it was good, being madf 

I'lius prettily Carlyle’s married life began, the kind 
friends at Scotsbrig sending weekly supplies by the 

the visible financial resources were ebbing and must 
soon come to low water; and on this side tlie prospect 
re.solutcly refused to mend. The novel was a failiue 
and eventually had to bo burnt. The hope which had 

mfnT f tegular and salaried appoint- 

ment faded away. Overtures of various kinds to 

mZ U '“‘■‘'I "ith no acceptance. Ger- 

m.an Itomance was financially a failure also, and the 

Gnder“tf "“'‘‘'I ">‘‘bc no future ventures. 

so Id . r" -ot wonderful that (re- 

Carlvle’ into money dilliciilties) 

of settU. '-g to his old scheme 

of ■■’''tjbl.g at Craigenputtock. He 1.0 longer I bought 

■JH 
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of turning fanner himself. His wife’s ridicule would 
liave saved him from any rash enterprise of that kind. 
But his brother Alick was still willing to undertake 
the farm and to make a rent out of it. For himseli 
he looked to it only as a cheap and qtiiet residence. 
His Hoddam experience had taught him the superior 
economy of a country life. At Craigenputtock he could 
have his horse, pure air, milk diet, all really or theoreti- 
cally essential to his health. Edinburgh society he 
considered was of no use to him ; practical Edinburgh, 
he was equally sure, would do nothing for him j and 
away on the moors ‘ he could go on with his literature 
and with his life-tiisk generally in the absolute solitude 
and pure silence of nature, with nothing but loving 
and helpful faces round him under clearly improved 
omens.’ To his wife he did recognise that the 
experiment would be unwelcome. She had told him 
before her marriage that she could not live a month at 
Craigeni)uttock with an angel, while at Comely Bank 
she had little to suffer and something to enjoy. 

ITcr modest days (he says), wliicli never demanded much 
to make them happy, were beghming to liave many little 
joys and amusements of their own in that bright scene, and 
she would have to change it for one of the loneliest, mooricst, 
and dullest in nature, I'o her it was a groat sacrifice, if 
to me it was the reverse ; but at no moment, even by a look, 
did she over say so. Indeed I think she never felt so at all. 
She would have gone to Nova Zcrnhlawith me, and found it 
the right place Imd benefit to me or set purpose of mine lain 
there. 


Only one recommendation Craigenputtock could have 
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had to Mrs. Carlyle — that it was her own ancestral 

property, and that her father had been born there. 

Happily her mother, when the scheme was mentioned 

to her, approved hcai-tily, Templund was but fifteen 

miles from Craigonputtock gate, not more than a 

morning s ride, and frequent meetings could be looked 

lorward to. The present tenant of Cmigenputtock was 

in arrears with his rent, and was allowing house and 

fences to go to ruin. Some change or other had 

become indispensable, and Mrs. Welsh was so anxious 

to have the Carlyles there that she undertook to put 

the rooms in repair and to pay the expenses of the 
move* 

After a week or two of consideration Carlyle joined 
his brother Alick in the middle of Ai.ril at Dumfries 
AIi-s. Welsh paying her daughter a visit during his 
absence. They drove out together and examined the 
place, and the result was that the tenant was to go, 
while Carlyle W’as to enter into possession at Whitsun- 
tide; the house was to be made habitable, and, unless 
some unforeseen good luck should befall Carlyle mean- 
while, he and his wife were to follow when it was ready 
to receive them. One pretty letter from her has been 
ineserved, which was written to her husband when he 
was absent on this expedition. 


'To TJu}inuifi Carlyle. 


to 


TA Comely Itiiik : April, IS27 

Dear, Dear— Cheap, Cheai.,*— I ,„ct the postman yesterday 
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morning, and something bade me ask if there were any 
lettei-s. Imagine my agitation when he gave me yours four 
and twenty houre before the appointed time. I was so glad 
and so frightened, so eager to know the whole contents that 
I could hardly make out any part. In the little tobacconist’s, 
where I was fain to seek a quiet place, I did at length, with 
much heart-beating, get through the precious paper, and 
found that you still loved me pretty well, and that the 
‘ Craig o’ Putto ’ was still a hope ; as also that if you come 
not l)at;k to poor Goody on Saturday it will not be for want 
of will.^ Ah ! nor yet will it be for want of the most fervent 
praycre to Heaven that a longing Goody can put up ; for I 
am sick — sick to the heart— of this absence, which indeed 
I can only bear in the faith of its being brief. . . . 

Alas, the poor Craig o’ Putto I What a way it is in with 
these good-for-nothing sluggards I I need not recommend 
to you to do all that is possible — nay, ‘ to do the impossible’ 
— to get them out. Even suppose we did not wish the place 
for ourselves, it would he miserable to consign it to such 
hands. You will use all fair means, therefore, to recover it 
from them — that is, all honest means ; for, as to the tender* 
ness and delicacy which would have been becoming towards 
a worthy tenant, it were here out of place. I shall be very 
anxious until I hear from you again. Would to heaven the 
business was settled, and in the way we wisli ! Those per- 
l)lexities and suspenses are not good for bilious people: 
indeed, they are making me positively ill. How often since 
you went have I been reminded of your figure about the hot 
ashes (?), and my hejul has ached more continuously than at 
any time these six montlis. But health and spirits will come 
back when my husband comes back with good news— or, 
rather, when he comes hack at all, whether his news be good 


* Cioody Carlyle's oamo for bis wife at this time. 
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or bad. ... To Ik* sopamtod from you one week is frightful 
as a foretaste of what it might be, but I will not think of this 
if I can help it; and after all why should I think of life 
without you ? Is not my being intci*u'oven with yours so 
close that it can have no sepn-ate existence ? Yes, surely, 
we will live together and die together and be together through 
all eteimity. I5ut you will be calling this ‘ French senti- 
mentality,* I fear ; and even ‘ the style of mockery is better 
than tliat.* 

I have not been altogether idle since we parted, though 
I tlireatened I would take to bed. I have finished my review, 
the representation of female character in the Greek poets, and 
the comparison between Cmsar and Alexander, with all that 
I could underetand of the * Friend ; ’ over and above wliich I 
have transacted a good deal of shaping and sewing, the result 
of which will be complete, I hope, by the day of your return, 
and fill you with ‘ weender and amazement.’* Gilbert Hums 
is gone. Mr. Brodie told us of his death last week. Besides 
him, Mrs. Binnie, the Bruce people, and Mra. Aitkcn, we 
have had no visitore, and I have paid no visits. Last nif^ht 
I was engaged to Mrs. Bruce, but I wrapped a piccc'^of 
flannel about my tliroat and made my mother cany an 
apology of cold. But I may cut short these insipidities. 
My kindest love to all, from the wee’est up U> Lord :Moou.3 

Here is Carlyle’s answer, coming from his best, his 
real self— the true Carlyle, which always lay below, 
however irritable or moody the surface. 


Uri^rtof little Joans of some praicher who had profuxolv cm- 
plojeil that locution, pronounced .as hero.— T. C.’ This is oue of tho 
letters specially annotated by C.irlyle for publication. 

•• The ^rd Mood is brother John = tho Lord Mohun of Ilumiltotrs 
tr.igic b.illad, which is still sung in those parts. L:pithot from brother 
Ailck iDuicatiog breadth of face. T. C.* 
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To the Wife, 

, Scotshng: April 17. 1827. 

JNot unlike what tlic di’o|> of water from Lazarus’s finr^cr 
mighty have been to Dives in the flame was my dcai^t 
(lOOfly s letter to her husband yesterday afternoon. Black- 
lock had retired to the bank for fifteen minutes ; the whirl- 
wind was sleeping for that brief season, and I smoking mv 
pipe in grim repose, when Alick came back with yom 
messenger. No ; I do not love yon in the least — only 2 
httie sijmpnthy and admiralion, and a certain (^ateem. Notliinp 

more I oh my dear best wee woman— but not a word of all 
this. 

Such a day I never had in my life, hnt it is all over and 
well, and now ‘ Home, brothel's, home 1 ’ 

Oh, Jcannic, how happy shall we be in this Cniig o’ 
Piitto ! Nob that I look for an Arcadia or a Lnbberland 
thoio; but we shall sit under our bramble and our sangh tree, 
and none to make ns afmid ; and my little wife will be there 
for ever beside me, and I shall be well and blest, and ‘ the 
latter end of that man will be butter than the beginning.’ 

Surely I shall learn at length to prize the pearl of great 
price whi(;h God has given to me unworthy. Surely I 
already know tliab to me the richest treasure of this sub- 
lunary life lias been awarded— the heart of my own noble 
Jane. Shame on me for complaining, sick and wi-etchcd 
though I be. Bourbon and Bniganza, when I think of it, 
arc but poor men to me. Oh Jeannie I oh my wife ! we will 
never part, never Uirongli eternity itself ; bnb I will love thee 
and keep thee in my heart of liearts ! that is, unless I grow 
a very great fool— which, indeed, this talk doth somewhat 
betoken. 


Ood bless thee I Ever thine, 

T. Caulylb. 


'Tho outgoing tenaDt of Cniigenputtock. 



INTRODUCTION TO JEFFREY. 


toy 


CHAPTER X_Xr. 


A.D. 1827. AiT. 32. 


Ai..EX.f\NDEU Cahlyle, with his sister IVIary, went into 
occupation of Craigonputtock at Whitsuntitle 1827. 
His brother had intended to join him before the end 
of the summer, but at this moment affairs in Edin- 
burgh began to brighten and took a turn which 
seemed at one time likely to lead into an entirelv' new 
set of conditions. Carlyle had mentioned that he liad 
a letter of introduction to Joffiey, He had delayed 
pre.senting it, partly, perhaps, on account of the abso- 
lute silence with which some years before .TcliVey had 
received a volunteered contribution from him lor the 
* Edinburgh Review.’ Irving had urged the experi- 
ment, and it had been made. The iVIiS. was not only 
not accepted, but was neither acknowledged noi 
returned. Carlyle naturally hesitated before making 
another advance where he had been repulsed so 
absolutely. He determined, however, shortly after liis 
return from his Craigonputtock visit, to try again. 
He called on the great man :ind was kindly re- 
ceived. Jeffrey was struck with him; did not lake 
particularly to his opinions; but perceived at once, as 
he frankly said to him, that ‘ he was a man of original 
character and right heart,’ and that he would ‘be 


proud and happy to know more of him.* 
after he called with Mrs. JellVey at Comt 


A day or two 
:iy 1 jail k, and 
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was as much— perhaps even more— attracted by the 
lady whom he found there, and whom he discovered 
to be some remote Scotch kinswoman It was 'the 
beginning of a close and interesting intimacy, entered 
upon, on Jeffrey’s part, with a genuine recognition of 
Carlyle’s qualities and a desire to be useful to him, 
which, no doubt, would have assumed a practical form 
had he found his new friend amenable to influence or 
inclined to work in harness with the party to which 
Jeffrey belonged. But Jeffrey was a Benthamite on 
the surface, and underneath an Kpicurean, with a 
good-humoured contempt for enthusiasm and high 
asjjirations. Between him and a man so ‘dreadfully 
in earnest * as Carlyle, there could be little effective 
communion, and Carlyle soon ceased to hope, what 
at first he had allowed himself to expect, that Jeffrey 
might be the means of assisting him into some inde- 
pendent situation. 

The immediate effect of the acquaintance, however, 
was Carlyle’s admission, freely offered by the editor, 
into the ‘ Edinburgh Ile?view,’ a matter just then of 
infinite benefit to him, drawing liiin off from didactic 
novels into writing the series of Essays, now so well 
known as the IMiscellanies, in which he tried his wings 
for his higher flights, and which in themselves contain 
some of his finest thoughts and most brilliant pictures. 
Ilis first contribution was to l->e for the number 
immediately to appear, and Jeffrey was eager to 
receive it. 

Carlyle was not particularly elated, and mentions the 
subject slightly in a letter to his brother Alick about 
the establishment at Craigenputtock. 
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Comoly Itunk : Juno 3. 

It gHve ns real ploAsni-c to find that yon had in very 
deed in:uie a settlement in your new abode, and were actually 
boiling your pot at the Cmig o’ Putto under circnmstanccs 
however unpropitious. Your tea>*s for parting (from Scots- 
brig) will scarcely be dried yet, but in a little wliile you will 
look upon this movement in its real light, not jis a iiarting, 
but as a truly blessed reunion for us all, where, I hoj^ aiS 
believe, many good days are in store for every one of us. It 
Will not be long till you have scrubbed up the old Craig, put 
in the broken slates, and burnt or buried the rotten rags of 
the late housewife, who, I am told, is indeed a fil:itteni,”and 
not only so, but a drunkard, wliich is far woi-sc. Alary’s 
nimble fingers and an orderly head will have introduced new 
aiTangements into the mansion ; things will begin to go their 
usual course, and the mavis and tomtit will no longer sin<^ to 
sad hearts. Poor Mary ! Be good to her in this her fiist“re- 
moval from home, and remember that you are not only a 
brother to lier, but, as it were, a husband and father. 

As to the house, I think with you it were better if we all 
s;\w it before the plans were settled. Jane and I arc both 
for coming down shortly. We shall not Ixj long in seeing 
you. Ihe only thing that absolutely detains me is a little 
article which I have to write before the end of this month 
for the ‘ Kdinburgli Ueview a very brief one— which I 
begin to-morrow. 


lo his brother John he was more explicit. 


To John Carlyle. 


Comely June 4. 

Of my own history since I wrote last I need mention only 
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one or two particulars. Everything goes its coui-se. I fight 
mth (Inllncss and bile in the forenoons as of old ; I still walk 
diUgcntly, talk de omni scihili when I can find fit or unfit 
audience, and so live on in the old light and shadow fashion 
much as you knew me before, only with rather more comfort 
and hope than with less. Our evening parties continue their 
modest existence. Last Wednesday we had Malcolm ^ 
and one Paterson, said to be ‘the hope of the Scottish 
Church,’ a very feckless young man so far as externals go, 
for his voice is the shrillest treble, he wears spectacles, and 
would scarcely weigh six stone avoirdupois ; but evidently 
shrewd, vehement, modest, and, on the whole, well gifted 
and conditioned, , . . 

One day I resolutely buckled myself np and set forth to 
the Parliament House for the pui*pose of seeing our Reviewer 
(.feirrcy). The little Jewel of Advowites was at his post. I 
accosted Iiiui, and, with a little explanation, was cheerfully 
recognised. ‘ Tlie Article — wliere is the Article?’ seemed 
to be the gist of Iiis talk to me ; for lie was to all ap[)earance 
anxious that I would undertake tlie task of Germanising the 
public, and ready even to let me do it con amore, so I did 
not treat the whole earth not yet Germanised as ‘a paz'cel of 
bloclvlieads,’ which surely seemed a fair enouglz request. Wc 
walked to liis lodgings discussing these matteis. Two days 
after, having revolved the thing, I met him again with 
notice that I w’ouM ‘undertake.’ The next nninher of the 
‘ Review,’ it appeared, was actually in the press, and to be 
printed olf before the end of June, so that no large article 
could find place there till tlic succeeding quarter. However, 
f engaged, as it were for paving the way, to give him in this 
present publication some little short paper, I tiiink on the 
subject of Jean Paul, though that is not (juite settled with 


* See Rennuiacciices, yol. i* p, 2C(>. 
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ni^clf yet. And thus, oh Jack, thou sec’st me occupied 

wjth a new trade ! On the whole I am rather glad of thi. 

ad\enture, for I think it promises to be the means of a plen- 

^lut connection. Certainly Jeffrey is by much the most 

lovable of all the literary men I liave seen, and lie seemed 

ready, nay desirous, if time would but permit, to cultivate a 
lui'tlier intimacy. 

Joan Paul was decided on, to be followed in tlic 
autumn by a more elaborate article on the eeneml 
state of German literature. This paper was written at 
once, .and forms the first of the Miscellancons Ess.ays in 
the collected e.lition of Carlyle's works. Carlyle’s ‘ style ’ 
which has been a rock of offence to so many peo.ile, 
has been attributod to his study of Je<an Paul. No 
criticism could be worse founded. HU style shaped 
it-selr lus he gathered coufidence in his own powers 
ami had its origin in his father’s house in Annandalo! 
Ills moiU of e.apressing liimself remained umlistin- 
gui^hed by its special characteristics till he had ceased 
to occupy himself with the German poets. Of his 
present underUking Carlyle says: 

rVrhai« wiis little Dc Qiiinoey’s reported adrnlnition of 
jiean t uni— Goethe a mere corrupted pigmy to him— that 
fii>'t i)ut rnc upon trying to bo orthodox and admire. I dimly 
elt poor Dc Q.iinccy, who pa.ssed for a mighty seer in such 
thmgs to have ex-aggenUed, iiiid to know, iH.iha,«, but little 
of cither Jean Paul or Goellic. However, I held o.i read- 
ing and oorusidembly admiring Jean Paul on my own score, 
though alwaj;s with something of secret disappoint.., cut. I 
^.ild now wish perhajK, that I hadn’t. My flmt favourite 
hooks luul been Hudibr.ui and Tristram .Sliandy, Everybody 
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was proclaiming it such a feat for a man to have wit, to have 
humour above all. There was always a small secret some- 
thing of affectation, which is not now secret to me, in that 
part of my affairs. As to ray poor style, Edward Irving and 
his admiration of the old Puritans and Elizabethans — whom 
at heart I never could entirely adore, though trying hard— 
his and everybody’s doctrine on that head played a much 
more important part than Jean Paul upon it. And the most 
important by far was that of nature, you would perhaps say, 
if you had ever heard my father speak, or my mother, and 
her inward melodies of hesirt and voice. 

Carlyle’s acquaintance with Wilson — Christojiher 
North — had been slight, Wilson, perhaps, dreading his 
radicalism. In the course of the summer, however, 
accident threw them more closely together, and one of 
their meetings is thus described. 

To John Carlyle, 


21 Comely Kink. 

T/ast night I supped with Jolm Wil.son, Professor of 
Moral Philosophy here, author of the ‘Isle of Palms,’ &c., 
a man of the most fervid temperament, fond of all stimu- 
lating tilings, from tragic poetry down to whisky punch. 
He siiulfcd and smoked cigai-s and drank liquoi’s, and talked 
in the most indescribable style. It was at the lodging of one 
John Gordon, a young very good man from Kirkcudbright, 
wlio sometimes comes licre. Daylight came on us before we 
pai'tud ; indeed, it was towards three o’clock as the Professor 
and I walked home, smoking as we went. I had scarcely 
either eaten or drunk, being a privileged pereon, but merely 
enjoyed the strange volcanic eruptions of our poet’s convivial 
genius. He is a broad sincere man of six feet, with long 
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dishevelled flax-coloured hair, and two blue cycj keen as an 
eagle s. Now and then he sauk into a brown study, and 
Bcenicd dead in the eye of law. About two o’clock he was 
Bitting in this state smoking languidly, his nose begrimed 
with snuff, his face hazy and inert ; when all at once flashing 
into existence, he inquired of John Gordon, with an irresist- 
ible air, * I hope, Mr. Goidon, you don’t believe in universal 
damnation ? * It was mcked, but all hands burst into in- 
extinguishable laughter. But I cxjxxjt to sec Wilson in a more 
philosophic key ere long ; he has promised to call on me, 
and is, on tlie whole, a man I should like to know better! 
Geniuses of any sort, esijccially of so kindly a sort, are so very 
rare in this world. 


Another and yet brighter episode of this summer 
was a further and far more remarkable letter from 
Goethe. Carlyle had sent the ‘Life of Schiller’ to 
Weimar, and afterwards the volumes of German 
Romance. They were acknowledged with a gracious 
interest which went infinitely beyond his warmest 
hopes. There was not a letter only, but little remem- 
brances for himself and his wife; and better even than 

the presents, a few lines of vei'se addressed to each of 
them. 

Carlyle sends the account to his mother. 


Comely Hank: August 11 

News came directly afUT breakfast that a packet from 
Goethe had arrived in Leith. Without delay I proceeded 
thither, and found a little box carefully overlapiK-d in >vax 
cloth, and diiected to mo. After inliuite wranglin-s and 
perjilcxed misdirected higglings 1 succeeded in rescuimr the 
pi-ecious iKicket from the fangs of the Custom House simrks, 
uiid in the afternoon it was safely deposited in our little 
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pav oiy— the daintiest boxic you ever saw— so carefully 
packed, bo neatly and tastefully contrived was eveirthin®. 
There was a copy of Goethe’s poems in five beautiful little 
volumes for ‘ the valued marriage paii- Carlyle j’ two other little 
books for myself, then two medals, one of Goethe himself 
and auotlier of his father and motlier; aud, lastly, the 
prettiest wronght-iron necklace with a little figure of the 
poet s face set in gold for * my dear spouse,’ and a most 
dashing pocket-book for me. In the box containing the 
necklace, and in each pocket of the pocket-book were cards, 
wic 1 With a veree of poetry on it in the old master’s own 
hand. All tlicse I will translate to you by-and-by, as well 
iis the long letter which lay at the bottom of all, one of the 
kindest and gravest epistles 1 ever read. He praises me for 
the ‘ Life of Schiller ’ and the othcra ; asks me to send him 
some account of my own previous history, &c. In sliort, 
It was all extremely graceful, affectionate and patriarchal, 
iou may conceive how much it pleased us. I believe a 

nbhon with the order of the Garter would scarcely have 
flattered cither of us more. 

The letter from Goethe was this 

To 2'homas Carlylo* 

Weimar: July 20, 1827. 

lu a letter of the 15tli of March which I sent by tJiejiost, 
and which I trust has reached you safely, I mentioned the 
great pleasure wliich your prasent had given roe. It found 
me ill tile country wlicre I could study and enjoy it with 

« lu oioora Schreiben vom 15. Marz, Welches ich mit der Post 
abscQdoto und Sie hoffontlich zu reebtor Zeit werJon crhalUo haben, 
vermoldcto ich wio viel Vorgniigon niir Ihre SenduDg gebracht. Si« 
faud uiicb auf dom Laude, wo ich aio mit uieliroror Itubo betrachtan 
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crrcatcr leisure. I now am enabled to send a packet to yon 
likewise, whicli I ho{)e tliat you will be kind enough to accept 
from me. 

Jjcb me, in the first place, tell yon, niy dear sir, how very 
highly I esteem your ‘ liiotjraphy of Schiller.’ It is remark- 
able for the careful study which it displays of the incidents 
of Schiller’s life, and one clearly perceives in it a study of 
liis works and a hearty sympathy witli them. The comjdeto 
insight which you have thus obtained into the character and 
high merits of tliis man is really admirable, so clear it Ls, and 
so appropriate, so far beyond what might have been looked 
for in a writer in a distant country. 

ilei-e Lbc old saying is verified, ‘ a good will heljis to a full 
undei^tanding.’ It is just because the Scot can look with 
alTection on a (icrmaii and can honour and love him, that lie 
acquires a sure eye for that German’s finest qualities. He 
raises himself into a clearness of vision whicli Schiller’s own 
eoimtrymeii could not arrive at in earlier days. For those 
who live with superior men arc easily misUiken in their 

Reni^ssen konnu-. CoRenwartiR svho ich mich in -lem Stando auch 

e.u lacket ao Sie abf.Bchic’ceo mit dem Wunsehe froundlicher 
AufDuhme* 

Sio mich vorerst, „.em Tl.ouer,t,r, voi, Ihrcr Jiiogruphio 
bc-lullors das Bcs.o sagon. Sis ist .nork^Urdig, indom sio ei„ gaaanoa 
St,., mm der ' 1„ semas bewoist, so wio dena „,.ch d.m 

se, nor Work, und o.no innige Tho.lnahmo an .lonselbon damn, 
hervorgoht. B^vnn.i.-rns.vnrdig ist os ,vi„ sio oi.rh nuf dioso Woiso 
o.no gonugondo i-.ns.eht ,n don Charactor und ,las hobo Vordionstlicho 
.l.osos Jfannos vorschailt, so klar nn.l so g, -I, brig „Is os kan.„ ...n. .ior 
I'vrue zu orwartco gewesen. 

Ilior bc.wab. l.c.iu.t sich j.sloch cin altos Wort : • Dor goto Will,, bilft 
s„ vol kommonor K. n,. l,en„ gorado .baa. do.- .s.-bottnindor ,lon 
doulsohon Mann m.t Wohlwollon anorkonnt. ihn vorohrt and liobt 
da- ,.rcb ,r,rJ or doa^n trolllicho Kigouschafton an. sichorston go.vahr' 
da,l..rob orbebt or ..oh au oinor Klarbeit an dor sogar Is.n.lslo..,o doi 
Trolll.ohou in fruhor. u lagon n.obl gclang-n k.a.nto,. . .i.-na dio Mitlo. 
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judgment. Personal peculiarities irritate them. The swift 
changing current of life displaces their points of view, and 
liindera them from ])erccivmg and recognising the true worth 
of such men. 

Sclnller’s character, however, was so extraordinary that his 
biographer could start with the idea of an excellent mao 
before liim. He could carry that idwi through all individual 
destinies and achievement, and tl)us see his task ac- 
complished. 

The notices, prefixed to * Germati Romance,* of the lives of 
Musieus, Hofi'mann, Ricliter, &c.,can he approved of equally in 
their several kinds. They are compiled with care, are briefly 
set out, and provide an adequate notion of each author’s per- 
sonal charactci*, and of the effect of it upon his writings. 

Mr. Carlyle displays throughout a calm, clear sympathy 
with poetical literary activity in Germany. He throws 
himself into the csjiccial national tendency, and gives indi- 
viduals their credit each in his place. 

bpDdcD wordoQ an vor^iiglichen Meo.schen gar leicht irro: das Besoo* 
doro der Persoo stort bio, das laufende bcwegliche Leben verruckt ihro 
^LaDdpuDktc und bindorc doa KenooD uod AoerkonD^^o oioca solcheD 
Hanoes. 

Dicser aber war tod eo ausscrordoutlichor Art» doss dor Biograph 
dio icteo oioes vor^iiglicboD IklaDDcs vor Augon halten uod sio durch 
iDdiTiduolIo Srbicksalo uod LcistuDgeo durchfuhreQ koaoto, und soiD 
Tugewerk dergcsUilt vollbracbt «ah. 

Dio vor doD German liomanccs mitgcthciltcD NotizoD iiber das 
Dobuu AIu:>duS( lIofFuiaoDSt Richters &c. kaoo mao io ibrer Art 
glcicbfalU init Beyfall auftichincD ; si© sind mit Sorgfalt gosammclt^ 
kiir/lioh dargcj^tellt und geben voD ciocs jeden Autors indiTiduellcm 
Character und der Eiuwirkung desselbeo auf seioe Schriftoo geougsame 
Vorkenutuij*?*, 

Durchaus boweist IleiTCarlvl© eino ruhige, klaro Theilimhino an den 
dcutschoo poetibcb-literarisclu'n l^eglnncn ; er giebt sich hio an d?iS 
eigenthiinilicbo J^c.strebcn der XalioUi er lusst den iiinzolocD gclloD^ 
jedeu uu bciuor tfleJlo* 
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Let me add a few geiieial <ihservat ions whidi \ liave Ion*- 

liarboured ui silence, and whicli have been stirred nn bv 
these present works, * ^ 

that for a considerable time the efforts of tho 
best poets and icstlietio writere throusfiont the world Imvo 
>ten diiected towards tlie general charaeteristies of humanity 

In each put.cniar sphere, be it history, n.ythology, fie n ' 
rnore or le^ arb.trarily conceived, the unive,-s.d Ts made fo 

In '‘nmc!'‘“l individnal or national 

In pniet cal life we jici-ecivc the same tendency which 

pervades all that is of the eartli eartliy crndi» win /. i 

false selfish, and treacherous, and tries everywhere to’spnad 

a certain seianeness. We may not, indeed hoix f om tl^ 

the approach of an era of iiniveiaal laiace ; Lt ye tlr t 

one must study and make allowances for tlfi pi^uiiaritij^of 
ich langst bey mir im 

SobrifutolIer«^lerK*Uou7nl'"^ Dich^r und .H-sth.-tisc-h.-u 

Men>ichliehp gorichret. In jenloni •‘«»ner -fit aiif thus allgrinuin 
mvthologisch. faholhaft. mo^ r 

nian durch Nationalitat uud -‘rsonm-n, 

Allgomeinft irumur inehr dun-hltMit-hf hindur.’h jeints 

oun auch im prVe 

unddurch alios IrdihcLl Jr ^loiches obwalu-t 

buKenhafU> sich «lurchscblin-t un.l Eisenuiitzigo. 

trmhtct.«oi«t^..ar„iehtzu h ;C^^ ^ vorbroit^n 

«ich cniolte. abor «loch d.ass dor unv^yf ‘bi.lurch 

Wlicher werdo, der ifrieg wenieor n-r ‘Strojt nach iind oach 

muthig. S e'^-iusam. der Sicg wenigop uber- 

W^ea^la deo t,.ebr„e,ea aller Na.ioaea bferauf bfadea.e. end 

27 
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each nation, in order to have real intercourse with it. The 
special characteristics of a people are like its language and 
its currency. They facilitate exchange ; indeed, they first 
make exchange possible. 

Pardon me, my dear sir, for these remarks, which perhaps 
are not quite colierent, nor to be sciinned all at once ; they 
arc dra\\Ti from the great ocean of observations, which, as 
life passes on, swells up more and more round eveiy thinking 
pereon. Let me add some more observations which I wrote 
do^vn on another occasion, but which apply specially to the 
business on wliich you are now engaged. 

We arrive best at a true general toleration when we can 
let pass individual peculiarities, whether of persons or peoples, 
without quarrelling with them ; holding fjisb nevertheless to 
the conviction that genuine excellence is distinguished by 
this mark, that it belongs to all mankind. To such inter- 
course and mutual recognition the Germans have long 
contributed, 

hinwirkt, diess ist os wns die ubrigen sich anruciQ^en baben. I)i© 
]3eiiOudcrbcitcD cincr jeden muss man kennen lemon, und sie ihr zu 
la5;seD, um gcradc dadurch mit ihr zu vorkchron ; clono dio Eigonheiten 
oinor Nation sind wio ihrc Spracho nod ihro iMuDZ5ortcD, sie crleichterQ 
den Verkehr^ ja, sic maohon ihn erst vollkommen moglieh. 

Verzeihon Sio mir, mein Werthester, dies© violleieht iiicht ganz 
zusammcnhangcruloD nneh al.sbald zu ubcrschauendcn Acusscrungen ; 
Fie flind goschdpft aus dom Ocean dor IJctrachtiingen, dor um einen 
jedon Denkenden mit don Jahron immer mohr anschwillt. Lruwen Sio 
mich noch Eiiiigcs hiDzufiigcn^ Welches ich boy einer andorn Golegen- 
bolt nicdcrschrieb, ihxs sich jcdoch hau[it^achlich aiif Ibr GescbalTt 
unmittelbar bczichcn 

Eioo wahvhaft allgcnicioo DuKlung wlrd am sichorsten erroichtj 
wenn man das Bc.soudero dor cinzolneo Mcnschcn und VdlkerschaftoD 
Quf sich beruhon Visstf boy dor Uoborzengung jcdoch £osthdlt> doss das 
wahrhaft Verdionstliche sich dadurch auszcichnot dass es dor ganzco 
Menschhoit angohorU Zu einer solchcn Vermittlung und wcchsel- 
eeitigeu AnerkcUDUDg trageudio DouUchen seit laiiger Zcitschou bey» 
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lie who knows and studies Gernian finds himself in the 
market where the wares of all countries are offered for 
sale; while he enriches himself, he is ofiieiating as in- 
to rj^reter. 

A translator therefore should l>c reganlcd as a trader in 
tins great siiiritual commerce, and as one wlio makes it 
his business to advance the exchange of commodities. Tor 
siiy what we will of the inadequacy of translatiou, it always 

will be among the weightest and worthiest factors iu the 
world’s affairs. 


The Koran says that God has given each people a prophet 
in its own tongue. Each translator is also a prophet to his 
people. The effects of Luther’s translation of the Hihle 
have been immeasurable, tlmugh criticism hjis l)een at uork 
pmking holes in it to the present day. What is the cnor- 
inous business of the Bible Society but to make kiiowti the 
tiOS|Kd to every nation in its own tongue ? 

But from this i»oint we might be led into endless specu- 
lations. Let me conclude. 


dio deutscho Spr.icho vorstolit ud. 1 slndirt boHndet sich auf 
d^m M.wku, wo alio Nat.cmen ihro Wjiaron anbicUo. Kr spiclt don 
DoJmeLscher imlom or Fich solbst bercichort. 

Und so ist joder UeborsoUer anzuscheo, ihxss er sich ala VcrmiUlrr 
d.csos allgome.n geisligon Handels bomuht. und den Wcehaeltausoh 7 u 

bn/u)anghchkeitdes t cK-rsetzons sagen mag. so i.-,t und bloibti-s doeh 
\Vv'ltwos''cn”"^*'^"*‘^" in dem allgomcinon 

IVr Koran .agt : ‘Oott hat jedem Voiko cinon Proi.Iu.tou 
m so, nor cogm-u .^juaobo/ .So i>r jedor Uobor.^oSzor oiu I'roph.-l soiucm 

1 »> itdio gr.Lsston Wirkung. n horvor- 

g. br..oh . wonn .ehon d.o Kritik daran bisauE den houtigon Tag immer- 

Gc^bafft der L.beigcsoUschaft als d.ts Evangoljum cioom joden Voiko 
ID soiDor cignen Spracho zu verkundigen ? 

llicr lasson Sio mich schlicason, wo man ins Uoendlicho fortfahren 

27— a 



420 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Oblige me with an early reply, thac T may know that my 
packet has reached your hands. 

Commend me to your excellent wife, for whom I send 
a few trifles. Give me pleasure by accepting them in return 
for her charming present. May your life together be happy, 
and may many years be your portion. 

I have yet something to add. May Mr. Carlyle take in 
friendly part what I have said above. May he consider it well, 
and throw it into dialogue, as if he and I had been conversing 
in pemon together. 

I have now to thank him for the pains wliich ho has taken 
with my own VTitings, and for the good and affectionate 
tone in which he has been pleased to speak of myself and 
of my history. I may thus gratify myself with a belief that 
hereafter, on more complete acquaintance with my works, 
and after the publication especially of my correspondence 
with Schiller, he wdll not alter his opinion either of my 
friend or of me, but will find it confirmed by fresh particular. 

konnto, und erfreuen Sio rnich bald mit einiger Erwiodorung, wodurch 
irh Nachricht crhalto, dass gegcuw.artigo Seaduag z\i IbocD gdkommeo 
isi. 

Zum Schlusso Isusson Sio mich ilenn auch Ihro licl>o Gattio bogrussoni 
fur <lio ieh oinigo Kleinigkciton, als lirwicilrning ihrer anmuthigon 
Ciabo, boy^ul<»g«*n mir dio Freudo macho. Ihncn ein gliicklicbcs 

ZasaiiimcnlolH n vide Jahro sevo, 

Nach alleni <iii‘sotn lindo icli luich aiigi*rngt Kiniges hinzuziifdgon ; 

Jferr Carlylo alios obigr frcnndlich aiiriirhiaen uud dutch auhal* 
toiide lietrachtuiig inein Gcsprii'di vcrwandcin, esihm zu lUutbo 

wc^rdc als worm wit j»ersunlich cinamlor pc'fri'inihor stand^^D. 

Ilahc Ich ihin ja sag;ir noeh fiir dio i>omuhnug zu daokcD, die or an 
moino Arbeiten gewondot hat, fiir doo gxitcn und wohlwoUcniJen Sinu 
niit dem or von meiner Pcrsonlichkcit und nieinen Lebenoroignissen zu 
sprochen goneigt war. In diosor Uoberzougung darf ich mich denn 
auch zum voraus freuen, d^vss kuuftigluD, wenn Doch mchrere von 
TnoiuoD Arbeiton ihm bokaiint ^7crdcn, bosonders auch wcon mcine 
Corrospondonz mit Schiller erscheinon wird, er weder von diosozn 
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Wishing? him from my heart all good tilings and with genuine 

symixithy with him, 

J. W. Goethe. 

Such was Goethe’s letter, which so much and 
so justly delighted Carlyle. On a card in a pocket- 
book sent with it was written. ‘Mr. Carlyle will give 
me especial pleasure by some account of his past life.’ 
On another card were the lines 


Augcnblicklich uufzuwarten 
Schiokon Frcunde solchc Kartell ; 

Diesmal abcr hcissts nicht gum, 

Riicr Freund ist wcit und fern. — GoErua. 

Weimar, 20. Juli, 1827. 


A third card wa.s in a box with the wrought iron 

necklace which was intended for .Airs. Carlyle. On this 
was written — 

\V ii'st du ill den Spiegel blicken 
Und vor deinen heitcni Hlicken 
Dich die ernste Zierde schmucken : 

Denke dass nichts hessor schmiickt 
Als wenn man den Frennd begliickt. G. 


The < books ’ were ‘ Faust,’ the first five volumes of the 

Freus.U Moinu.s Hn.Iora, son.Frn 

durch m.iuchos noch mohr best-afigt fiii<lcn winL 

lJ.i3 liasto bcr/lich wun.M’fu-nd 

Treu tbciJDohmend, 

Weim.,r, a. 20. Jul. 1827. 
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latest edition of Goethe’s works, and the last published 
number of ‘ Kunst und Altertlium.’ There were two 
medallions, as Carlyle had told his mother — one of them 
of Goethe with an eagle on the reverse ; the other of 
himself also, with his father and mother on the reverse. 
The whole present, Carlyle said, was most tasteful, and 
to him as precious as a.ny such present could possibly be. 

A still more charming, because unintended, compli- 
ment was to follow from the same quarter. When the 
purposed removal to Craigenputtock came to be tiilked 
of among Carlyle’s Edinburgh friends, it seemed to 
them * considerably fantastic and unreasonable.’ 

Prospects in Edinburgh (he says) had begun to brighten 
economically and otherwise ; the main origin of this was our 
ac<piait>tanco witli the brilliant .TefTrey, a happy accident 
ratlier than a matter of forethought on either side. My 
poor aiticle on Jean Paul, willingly enough admitted into 
liis ‘ Review,’ excited a considemble, tliough questionable, 
sensation in Edinburgh, as did the nest still weightier dis- 
charge of ‘ German Literature,’ in that unexpected vehicle, 
and at all events denoted me as a fit head for that kind of 
adventure. In Loudon, shortly after, had arisen a ‘ Foi*eigii 
Quarterly Review,* and then in a month or two, on some 
booksellei-s’ quarrel, a ‘ Foreign Review,’ on both of which I 
was employed, courted, &c., till their brabble healed itself. 
This and the like of this formed our principal finance fund 
during all the Craigenputtock time. For nothing had 
shaken our detcnniiiabion to the new home. Very well, 
very well, I said to all this. It will go much further there 
instead of straitened as here. 


The article on German literature reached Weimar. 



423 


ACQUAINTANCE IVITH JEFFREY. 

It w;is of course anonymous. Goethe read it, and, 
curious to know the authorship of such an unexpected 
appearance, wrote to Carlyle for information. * Can you 
tell me,* he said, ‘ who has written the paper on the 
shite of German literature in the “ Edinburgh Review *’ ? 
It is believed here to be by Mr. Lockhart, Sir Walter 
Scott’s stepson. They are both serious, well-disposed 
men, and equally deserving of honour.* ^ Goethe could 
not be suspected of insincere politeness, and every 
sentence of the previous letter was a genuine expression 
of true feeling ; but this indirect praise was so clearly 
undesigned, that it was doubly encouraging, 

Carlyle was still determined on Craigeni)uttock, but 
various causes continued to detain him in Edinburgh. 
The acquaintance with Jeffrey ripened into a warm 
intimacy. Jeffrey was a frequent visitor in Comely 
Bank ; the Carlyles were as often his guests at Craig- 
crook. They met interesting persons there, whose 
society was pleasant and valuable. Jeffrey was himself 
influential in the great world of politics, and hopes 
revived — never, perhaps, very ardently in Carlyle him- 
self, but distinctly in his wife and among his friends 

that he would be rescued by some fitting appointment 
from banishment to the Dumfriesshire moors. Carlyle 
was now famous in a limited circle, and might reason- 
ably be selected for a jirofcssorship or some similar 

• I am sorry that of this lott<»r from Goetho only thissiD'^Io paAsago 
is prosorvod. Indood. as I have already said, tho oripinals of all 
Gootho’s lottora to Carlylo have disappoarod, ami there remain only 
tho copiGS of some of them which ho sent to hi.s brother. Note 
Edition. Tho letters of Goetho have boon since found and have boon 
edited by Professor Norton. The full text of this letter is Riron by 
Mr. Norton. CorrespoiuUnce heewe^n Goethe Carlyle, p. dO. &e. 
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situation j while other possibilities opened on various 
siiles to which it was at least his duty to attend. Mean- 
while demands came in thick for fresh articles : Jeifrcy 
wanted one on Tasso ; the ‘ Foreign Quarterly ’ wanted 
anything that he pleased to send, with liberal offers of 
pay. He could not aftord at such a moment to be out 
of the reach of libraries, and therefore for the present 
he left his brother alone in the moorland home. 

In the summer he and his wife had run down for a 
short holiday to Scofsbrig, giving a few brief days to 
Templand, and a glance at Craigeninittock. By August 
they were again settled in Comely Jiank. The Carlyles, 
as he said long before, were a clannish set, and clung 
tenaciously together. The partings after ever so brief 
n visit were always sorrowful. 

To Mv$, Carlyle, Scotebi'ig, 


21 Comely 13iiok; August 11. 

]\ly dear Motlicr, — It was pity that vve were all so woe 
tlait day wc went olf ; but one cannot well help it. This life 
is bub a series of meetings ami partings, and many a tear 
one might shed, while these ‘ few and evil days "pass over 
n'5. But we hope there is another scene to which this is bub 
the passage, wliere good and holy affections shall live as in 
their home, aud for tnie friends there shall be no more 
partings appointed. God grant we may all have our lot 
made sure in that earnest and enduring country ; for surely 
this world, the more one thinks of it, seems the more 
lluctuaLing, hollow, and unstable. AVhub are its proudest 
ho])es but bubbles on tbc stream of time, which the next 
rusliing wave will scatter into air? You have heard of 
Canning’s death — the Prime Minister of Britain, the skilful 
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Brutcsinsm on whom all eyes io Englaiul and Eurojw were 
exiKrctiijgly fixed. 


Whrit is lifo? a thawing ico Kianl 
Oil a sea with eunny shovo ; 

Oay wo it molts boueath us; 
We are sunk hikI seen 00 more* 


But I must leave thtsc moralities, in which, perhaps, I am 

too apt to iiulnl^e. Before this time llary will be with you 

and iiave reported progress up to Monday last, the day when 

1 left Craigenputtock. She will have told you how Jane and 

I were overtaken by rain at Dumfries, and how we siwut the 

night with the hospital man in Academy Street, and how 

his daft maid came bouncing into the room after we were in 

bed, to the astonishment of Goody, altogether unaccustomed 

to such familiarity. For the rest, however, we did us well 

U.S might be, ami the order of ‘Mary Stuart’s’ apartment 

was considerably admired. On Rfonday evening, after 

imrting witli the Doctor, I cantered along without adventure 

to lemjdand ; was met two bow-sliots from the lionse by a 

young wife well known to me and glad to get me back, and 

ne.xt morning by ten o’clock both she and I xvere safely 

mounted on the roof of the Edinburgh coach, where, the day 

being fine, wo continued comfortably enough seated, till 

about half-j)ast eight the natural progress of the vehicle 

landed us safe and sound in our own neighbourhood. Tlie 

house was standing quiet and almost overgrown with flowers 

Isext day everything returned to its old routine, and we were 

sitting in our bright still little cottage as if we had never 

stirrwl out of it. I sc‘t to work to trim the garden till rnv 

mind should settle after it.s wamierings, but as yet I am not 
half through with it. 

\ou 7nu.sY come hither in winter, is a settled point. 

father and you may journey together by Hawick, or muuy 
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ways. Alick was even calculating the relative costs and 
profits of coming to Edinburgh himself with a cartload of 
potatoes and other necessaries. In case of his visiting us, 
you might all then come together. But any way yon must 
come. It would be a grievous disappointment if I could not 
have the pleasure of showing you this city and its wonders, 
and if we missed this opportunity there is no saying when 
another might occur. So settle it with yourself that you 
are to come, aud in the meantime consider when you can 
do it best, aud we will study to conform. 

I went on Saturday to see Jeffrey, but found him from 
home for a week. So soon as I have got Goethe a letter 
written, and various other little odd things transacted, I 
design sitting down to large article for his ‘Review;’ 
afttw which I shall be ready for thapoor hoohy^ which, alas ! 
has been dreadfully overlooked of late. It is a pity one had 
not twenty minds and hands; double pity one did not 
faithfully employ the mind and hands one has ; but I will 
turn a new leaf shortly, for idle I cannot and must not be. 
The sweat of the hrow is nob a curee but the wholesomcst 
blessing in life. Remember me in warmest affection to 
everyone at Scotsbrig. I would give a shilling for a long 
letter. Sui’ely you m<ay club one up amongst you. 

I am ever, my dear mother’s son, 

T. Carlyle. 

With reputation growing, and economics less unsatis- 
factory, Carlyle’s spirits were evidently rising. We 
hear no more of pain and sickness and bilious lamenta- 
tions, and he looked about hiin in hope and comfort. 
The London University was getting itself established, 
offering opportunities for Nonconformist genius such as 


* Not yet coDsciously iihindoned, Lut never agnin t^ikcD up. 
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England had never before provided. Professors were 
wanted there in various departments of knowledge. 
He was advised to offer himself to be one of them, and 
he wrote to Irving to inquire, with no particular result : 

To JoliTi Carlyle. 

Comely G.iQk: Soptembor 5. 

I had a letter from Edwaid Irving the otlier day about 
the iEsthetical Professonship in the London University.^ lu 
a strange, austera, puriUinical, yet on the whole honest and 
friendly looking style, he advises me to proceed and make 
the attempt. * The Lord,* he s:iys, blesses him ; his Church 
rejoices in * the Lord ; * in fact, the Lord and he seem to be 
quite hand and glove. He looks unhappy, for liis tone 
sounds hollow, like some voice from a sepulciiral aisle ; yet 
I do honestly believe there is much worth among his failings, 
much precious truth among all this cant. I must even regret 
that he goes into those matters with so very disunited a 
heart ; but there where he sUmds, I wish I and every one of 
us were half as good men. As to this ‘ projection,’ as lie 
calls it, I have not yet taken any stejis, being indeed too 
busy for doing anything. I was to write to him again, hut 
have not. I wait for counsel from Jeffrey, whom I have not 
since seen. 

In appointments to the L^mdon University, the 
great Hrougham, not yet Chancellor or peer, but moni- 
ber for Yorkshire, and greatest orator in the House of 
Commons, was likely to be omnipotent. Jeffrey, it was 
equally probable, would carry weight with Brougham; 
and Jeffrey, when Carlyle consulted him, exjiressed the 

' It \r.i3 not yet docidoa wh:it tho chair w.us to bo— Ilhctorie, 
Ta.stii, Mural Philosophy, Ku<'li.s)i Literature, or what. 
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utmost personal willingness to be of use to Carljle. 
But his reply illustrates what Goethe had just observed 
about Schiller, that genius rarely finds recognition from 
contemporaries as long as it can possibly be withheld. 
At all times, Jeffrey said, he would be willing to recom- 
mend Carlyle as a man of genius and learning; he did 
not conceal, however, that difficulties would lie in the 
way of his success in this especial enterprise. Carlyle, 
he said, was a sectary in taste and literature, and was 
inspired with the zeal by which sectaries were dis- 
tinguished ; nay, was inclined to magnify the s^iecial 
doctrines of his sect, and rather to aggiavate than 
reconcile the differences which divided them from 
others. He confessed, therefore, that he doubted 
whether the patrons either would or ought to appoint 
such a person to such a charge. The sincerity and 
frankness of Carlyle’s chai-acter increased the objection ; 
the more honest he was the Tuore peremptorily he 
would insist on the articles of his philosophic creed — a 
crood which no one of the patrons adopted, and most of 
tlietn regarded as <Iamnable heresy. It was therefore 
but too likely that this would prove an insuperable 
obstacle. In all other rospc(;ts Jeffrey considered 
Carlyle fully qualified, and likely, if appointed, to do 
groat credit to the establishment. But he was afraid 
that Carlyle would not wish to disguise those singulari- 
ties of opinion from which he foresaw the obstructions 
to his success ; and as a further difficulty he added that 
the chnir at which Carlyle was aiming had long been 
designed for Thomas Campbell, and would probably he 
given to him. 

Jclfrey invited Carlyle and his wife to dinner, how- 
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ever, to talk the chances over. Carlyle assured JeflVey 
* that there was no sectarianism or heresy in tlio matter. 
He was more open to light,’ he said, Mlian others of 
his craft; and he was satislied for himself that the 
patrons of the University would do excellently well (o 
make him professor.’ ‘Jeffrey,’ Mrs. Carlyle thought, 
‘was in his heart of the same opinion.’ She was lier- 
self uncertain whether she wished her husband to suc- 
ceed or not; but London would at all events be an 
escjipe from Craigenputtock. Keflection Inid not tendt'd 
to make the moor more palatable to her. Her little 
sister-in-law Jean had just been sent out thither to 
keep her brother company. 

‘ Poor Jean ! ’ Mrs. Carlyle wrote about this. ‘ She is 
seeing the world all on a smhlcn. What will (lie 
creature make of herself at Craigenputtock ? I hope 
they took her garters from her, and everything in the 
shape of hemp or steel.’ 


Jeffrey did what he could, perhaps not with very 
great ardour, but with vigour enough to save him fioin 
the charge of neglecting his friend. He went on a 
visit to Brougham in the autumn. He mentioned 
Carlyle, and in high terms of praise. Ho ‘ found 
lirougham. liowever, singularly shy on the suhj(*ct, and 
though the subject was introduced half a dozen times 
during .ieOiey’s stay, Ihougham was careful to evade 
it, in a way that showed that he <li<l not wish to be 


pressed for an answer even by an intimate friend.’ 

‘ I may add in confidence,’ Jeffrey said, ‘that he 
made very light of Irving’s recommeiulat ion, and it was 

not likely to be of much weight with any of the other 
directors either/ 
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Notwithstanding these discouragements, Carlyle 
silently nourished some hope of success. 

I believe (he wrote to his brother in October) that no 
appointment to the LoTidon chair will take place for a con- 
siderable tini(*, and in the meanwhile Brougham will keep his 
eye on me, and if he finds that I prosper may apply to me ; 
if not, will leave me standing. At all events tlie tiling is 
right. I am before these people in some shape, perliaps as 
near my real one as I could expect ; and if they want no- 
thing with me, ‘ the Devil b’ in me,* as daft Wull said, if I 
want anything with tlicm either. I am still as imdctcnnined 
as ever wliothcr their acceptance of me would be for my 
good or nob. 

Ke came to know Brougham better in after years. 
There was probably no person in England less likely 
to recognise Carlyle’s qualities j and the more dis- 
tinguished Carlyle became, the more Brougham was 
sure to have congratulated himself on having kept his 
new University clear of such an influence. It must be 
admitted that the * * was equally marked on 

both sides. 

Carlyle meanwhile did not rest on the vain imagina- 
tion of help from others. He worked with all his 
might on the new lino which had been opened to him, 
and here I have to mention one of those peculiarly 
honourable characteristics which meet us suddenly at 
all turns of his career. He had paid his brother’s 
expenses at the University out of his salary as the 
Bullers’ tutor. He was now poor himself with increased 
demands upon him, but the first use which he made of 
his slightly improved finances was to send John Carlyle 
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to complete his education in the medical schools in j 
Germany. Pic estimated John’s talents with a brother’s 
affection, and he was resolved to give him the best 
chances of distinguishing himself. The cost was greater 
than he hatl calculated on, but ho was not discouraged., 

To Juhn Cttvlt/le, 

Coiiioly Itink : Novernbnr 29, 1^27. 

Do nob, good brother, let thy heart be cast down for tlio 
Mammon of this world. A few more hard sovereigns we are 
yet, thank Heaven, in a con«lition to furnish. Write for 
what is necessary and it will be sent. Above all do ?iot 
neglect dissection and surgery for the sake of any poor thrift 
there might be in the omission of it. Go on and [uosper 
Learn all and everything that is to he learned ; and if ymi 

come home to us a good well-appointed man and physician 

we will not tliluk the money ill-bcsLowed. ' 

Ihe remainder of the same letter carries on the 
picture of daily life at Comely Hank. 

llic ‘ Edinburgh Review ’ is out some time ago, and ( he 
State of German Literature ’ has been received with considcr- 
ahlc surprise arid approbation by the Univei^e. Tims, for 
instanco, De Quinccy praises it in his ‘Saturday Post.’ ’ Sir 
William Hamilton tells mo it is ‘cap-tal,’ and Wilson informs 
John Gomoii that it Mias done me a dull o’ f^ood.’ I)o 
Quincey was here last Wednesday and sate till inidni'>lit. 
lie IS one of the smallest men yon ever in yoiir life behoi«l ; 
but with a most gentle and sensible face, only that tlio tevih 
are destroyed by opium, and the little bit of an under liu 
I)rojecU like a shelf. He si>eaks with a slow, sad, and soft 
voi(» m the politest manner I have almost ever witnessed, ' 
and with great gracefulness and sense, were it not that he 
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seems decidedly "ivcn to prosing. Poor little fellow r It might 

soften a very hard heart to see him so courteous, yet so weak 
and poor ; retiring home with hia two children to a miserable 
lodging-house, and writing all day for the king of donkeys' 
the proprietor of the ‘ Saturday Post/ I lent him Jean 
Pau/s autobiography, which I got lately from Hamburgh, and 
advised him to translate it for Blackwood, that so he might 
raise a few pounds, and fence off the Genius of Hunger yet 
a little while. Pool* little De Quincey ! Tie is an innocent 
nan, and, as you said, extremely wasfutble away. 
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While Carlyle was taking care of his brother, an active 
interest was rising in Edinburgh about himself. Scotcli 
people were beginning to see that a remarkable man 
had appeared among them, and that they ought not to 
let him slip through their hands. A new opening pre- 
sented itself which he thus describes to his father. 

To Mr. Jarnea Carlyle^ Scotshrig. 


Comply Rink : Doeombor 22 

1 here ha-s been » fresh enterprise started for me, no less 
than the attempt to bo successor to Dr. Chalmers in the St. 
Andrew’s Umversity. He, Cl.almcrs, Ls at present Ihofo.ssor 
of Moral Plulosophy there, bnt is just removing to Fldinl.m-ri, 
to be Professor of Divinity, and I have been conai.ltinv with 
my friends whether it would be prudent in me to olfer 
myself as a candidate for the vacant office. Tlmy all seem 
to think sincerely that if the election proceeded on fair 
principles I might liave a chance of rather a good soit ; but 
this proviso IS only a doubtful one, the custom haviii-r Ion- 
been to decide such things by very imfair principler. 
yet nothing is determined ; but my patrons are niakin- 

k ““ 7 

rought ^"ti^.' ^ 


Among those who encouraged Carlyle 


in 


VOL. 1. 


thii: 


28 
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ambition, and lent active help, Jeffrey was now the 
first, and, besides general recommendations, wrote 
most strongly in his favour to Dr. Nicol, the Principal 
of the University. Equal testimonials, viewed by the 
intrinsic quality of the givers, to those which were 
collected or spontaneously offered on this occasion, were 
perhaps never presented by any candidate for a Scotch 
professorship. Groethe himself wrote one, which in 
these times might have carried the day ; but Goethe 
was then only known in Scotland as a German dreamer. 
Carlyle, though again personally pretending indiffer- 
ence, exerted himself to the utmost, and was, perhaps, 
more anxious than he was aware of being. 


To Mrs. Carlyle, ScotsU'ig, 


Comely Bank : January, 1828. 

I am as diligent as possible storming the battlements of 
Rt. Andrew’s University for the professorship for which I 
have actually eight days ago declared myself formally a caii- 
didabc ! This was after all due investigation, conducted by 
Jeffrey and others, from which, if I could gather no fixed 
hope of my succeeding, it seemed at least that there was no 
fiNcd (Icteimination asainst me; tl.at I miglit try without 
censme— nay, in my circumstances, onKlit to try. ^ 
innly wrote olT to St. Andrews, and next day to all the four 
winds, in quest of recommendations— to Goethe, to Irving, 
to Ituller, to Brewster, &c. These same recommendations 
are now beginning to come in upon me. I had one from 
Brewster two days ago (witli the offer of fiirthcw help , and 
this morning came a decent testificatory letter from Buffer, 
and a most majestic eertificatc in three pages from Edward 
Irving. The good orator spwiks svs from the hciirt,and truly 
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paya, as he haa over done, tl.at he thinks me a most u-ortl.y 
man— not forgetting to mention among my other advanta<>es 
the ‘pmyers of religious parenLs,’ a blessing which if" I 
si>eak less of it, I hope I do not feel less than he. On the 
who c It IS a splendid alTair this of his ; and being tempered 
by the recommendation of John Leslie,* may do me much 
good. Before the end of next week I exiiect to have all mv 
testimonials sent off ; and there the matter may for a loni- 
time rest, the period of election being still unlixcd. Of 
my hojxjs and calculations as to success I can say nothin" 
being myself able to form no judgment. I am taught t<> 
K.- heve that ,f merit gain it, I shall gain ; which is a proud 
iK- hc^ and ought to render failure a matter of comp:u-ativc 
indifference to me; more especially as, like the weather in 
Cowthwaitcs calculations, I can do * owther way ’ I often 
care not sixi>en^ whether I get it or no ; but we shall see. 
If it 13 laid out for me it will come ; if not, not. 

JefTrey h:i^d been alert making inquiries. The 
nominat.on he had found to rest in substance witl, 
the Irincipal Dr. N.col, an active, jobbing, poimlar 
man, who had placed most of the present professors 
and confened obligations on all, and who, timough his 
intlnence in earlier days with laird Melville, had ac- 
quired an absolute ascendency in the St. Andrew’s 
•Semate. Nicol secured, the rest of the votes might 
be conn ed on ; without Nicol they could not. 
Principal w.is described by Jeffrey as gooil-natnred 
sensible and worldly, not without .some sense of the 

into the Umversity staff; but cautions and prudent, 

M.uh0,a.uis, io E.U„t,ur«h, who had 


28 -e 
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possessing neither genius nor learning, and without 
reverence for them. In Church matters Nicol was 
moderate, with distrust and contetnpt for every kind 
of enthusiasm. It was not unlikely, therefore, that he 
had already cast his eyes on some decent, manageable, 
and judicious priest for the office. With such a man 
testimonials from Irving would be rather injurious than 
useful. Men of rank would weigh most, and nest to 

them men of repute for learning. 

There is a certain humour in the claims of Thomas 
Carlyle, supported by the most famous man of letteis 
in Europe, being submitted to be tried in the scjiles 
by such a person as this. But so it was, and is, and 
perhaps must be, in constitutional countries, where 
hi<r]i office may fall on the worthy, but rarely or never 
on°the most worthy. It is difficult everywhere for the 
highest order of merit to find recognition. Under a 
system of popular election it is almost impossible. 

My testimonials (Carlyle Avrotc to his brother John) ’ are 
in such terms that if I cannot carry the place I think it 
may seem vain to attempt to carry ani/ such place by means 
of testimonials to 7nf'rit alone. The dear little Duke 
Jane says she conld kiss him-has written me a paper which 
mi<-ht of itself bring me any professorship in the^ island 
Irvin<r also spends five heroical pages on my merits, and 
Wilson says there is no man known to him fitter for the 
office • so what more can I do bub let the matter take its 
course and await the issue ‘ with indescribable composure. 
The truth is, I hardly care which way it go. A man, if you 


» Feb. 1, 1828. 

» Duke of Cruigerook, the name by which Jeffrey wont. 
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give iiim meat and clothes, is, or ouglib to be, snflicient for 
himself in this world ; and his culture is but beginning if 
he think that a>iy outward influence of ikm'soii or thing can 
either make him or mar him. If I do not go tliithcr (w'hich, 

after all, is very likely ; for , an old stager, talks of 

applying), wliy tlien I shall not go, and Mey will not get 
me ; and the sun will rise and set, and the grass will grow, 
ainl I shall have eyes to see and ears to hear notwithstanding! 
Do all that you Ciin in honesty, and reckon tlie result indu- 
bitable ; for tlio inivani result will not fail if rightly 
endejivonrcd : and for the outward, * non flocci fiiciaX’ do 
not value it a rush. 


After a few weeks the suspense was over. Carlyle 
wiis not. ap[)ointed ; someone else was ; and someone 
else s church was made over to another someone else 
whom it was desirable to oblige ; ‘ and so the whole 
m.itter \vas rounded off in the neatest manner possible,’ 
Such at least was Carlyle’s account of what he under- 
stood to be the arrangement. Perhajjs the ‘someone 
else’ was a fitter person after all. Education in 
countries so jealous of novelty as Great Britain is, or 
at least was sixty years ago, follows naturally upon lines 
traced out by custom, and the conduct of it falls as a 
matter of course to persons who have never deviated 
from those lines. New truths are the nutriment of the 
world’s progress. Men of genius discover them, insist 
upon them, prove them in the face of opposition, and 
li the genius is not merely a phosphorescent glitter, 
but an abiding light, their teaching enters in time into 
the University curriculum. But out of new ideas tiuie 
alone can distinguish the sound and real from tlie 
illusive and imaginary; and it was enough that 
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Carlyle was described as a mail of onginal and extra- 
ordinary gifts to make college patrons shrink from 
contact with him. 

Carlyle himself dimly felt that St. Andrew*s might 
not be the best place for him. It seemed hard to 
refuse iiromotion to a man because he was too good for 
it, and no doubt he would have been pleased to be 
appointed. But for the work which Carlyle had to do 
a position of intellectual independence was indispens- 
able, and his apprenticeship to poverty and hardship 
had to be prolonged still fuither to harden his nerves 
and perhaps to test his sincerity. The loss of this 
professorship may be regretted for Mrs. Carlyle s sake, 
who did not need the trials which lay before her. 
Carlyle himself in a University chair would have been 
famous in his day, and have risen to wealth and conse- 
quence, but he might not have been the Carlyle who 
has conquered u place for himself among the Im- 
mortals. 

So ended the only fair prospect which ever was 
opened to him of entering any of the beaten roads of 
life; and fate having thus decided in spite of the 
loud remonstrance of all friends, of Jeffrey especially, 
Carlyle became once more bent on removing to 
Craigenputtock. 

The certificate of the angel Gabriel (be said) would not 
have availed me a pin’s worth. The DevU may care ; I can 
still hve indeiiendcnt of all pemons whatever. At the 
Craig, if we stick together as we have done, we may fairly 
bid defiance to the constable. Praised be heaven I for of all 
onmes that of being baited for debt, or even frightened of 
falling into it, is surely the bitterest. 
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The repairs in the old house were hastened forwai<l, 
that it might be ready for them in the spring. 

The domestic scene in Comely Bank had been mean- 
time brightened by the long-talked-of event of the 
visit of old JNlis. Carlyle to Edinburgh. In all her long 
life she had never yet been beyond Annandale, had 
never seen the interior of any better residence than a 
»:>cottish farmhouse. To the iutiuite heaven spread 
above the narrow circle of her horizon she had perhaps 
risen as near on wings of i^rayer and piety as any human 
being who was upon the earth beside her; but of the 
earth itself, of her own Scotland, she knew no more 
than could be descried from Buruswark Hill. She 
was to spend Christmas week at Comely Bank. She 
arrived at the beginning of December. 

2'o James Carlyle, Scotshrig. 


CoTuely Rink; iJceembor 22. 1827. 

My dear Father, — My mother will not let me rest any 
longer till I write to you ; she says it was promised that a 
letter should go oil’ the very niglit Jean and she arri\ed ; 
and nevertheless it is a melancholy fact that above two weclcj 
have elapsed siijce that event, and no better tidings been 
sent you than a word or two in the blank line of the ‘ Coni ier.’ 
I would have written sooner had 1 been in riglit case, or 
indeed had there been anything more to coinmnnicato than 
what so brief an announcement might convey as well as a 
much larger one. 

The two wayfai-ei-s did not find me waiting for them 
at the coach that Wednesday evening. Unhappily it was 
(piite out of my iK)wer to keep that or any other apjjoint- 
uient. I had been seized about a week before with a most 
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virulent sore-throat, which detained me close prisoner in the 
house. All that I could do in these ciixmmstances was 
to send out a trusty substitute, a Mr. Gordon, who kindly 
undertook the office. But he, mistakiiig one coach for 
another, went and waited at the wrong inn ; so that our 
beloved pilgi-ims were left to their own resources, and had to 
pilot their way hither under the guidance of the porter who 
carried their box. This, however, they accomplished without 
difficulty or accident, and rejoiced us all by their safe and, in 
part at least, unexpected arrival. 

Since then all things have gone on prosperously. Jane 
has been busy, and still is so, getting ready suitable apparel 
of bonnets and frocks. My mother has heard Andrew 
'riiomson in his ‘ braw kirk,’ not much to her satisfaction, 
since ‘ he had to Ught four candles before ever he could 
Htrike.’ She has also seen old Mrs. Hope, the Castle of 
Edinburgh, the Martyre’ Graves, John Knox’s house, and 
who knows how many other woudei's, of which I doubt not 
she will give you a true and full description when she returns. 
As yet, however, the half has not been seen. The weather 
lias been so stormy that travelling out was difficult, and I 
have been in no high condition for officiating as guide. In 
stormy days she smokes along with me, or se\vs wearing 
raiment., or reads the wonderful articles of my ^vriting in the 
‘ Edinburgh Iteview.’ She has also had a glimjise of Francis 
JelTrcy, the great critic and advocate, and a shake of the 
liiind from a true German doctor. 

Nevertheless she is e.xtremely anxious about getting 
home, and indeed fails no day to tell us several times that 
she ought to be off. ‘She is doing nothing,’ she says; 

• and they’ll a’ he in a bubble of work ’ at home. I tell her 
she was never idle for two weeks in her life before, and 
ought then'forc to give it a fair trial ; that ‘ the Imbble at 
home ’ will all go on rightly enough in her absence ; that, 
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in short, she should not go this year but the next. So I am 
in hopes we shall get her persuaded to stay where she is till 
after New "Vears Day, which is now only nine or ten days 
distant, and then we wQl let her go in ijeace. The two 
Janes and she are alt out in the town at present buying 
muslin for sundry necessary articles of dress which we have 
persuaded the mother to undertake the weiiring of. These 
may keep her, I hope, in some sort of occujwtion ; for idle, 
I see, she cannot and will not be. We will warn you duly 
when to e.xpect her. 

I trust you will soon be well enough for a journey hither ; 
for you too, my dear father, must see Edinburgh before we 
leave it. I have thoughts of compelliny you to come with 
me when I come down. 

I am ever, your affectionate son, 

T. Carlyle. 

James Carlyle did not come. Ho was with his son 

once aftei-\vards at Craigenputtock, but he never saw 
Edinburgh. 


^ ary mother (Carlyle wrote to his brother on the 1st of 
February) stayed about four weeks, then went home Ijy 
Hawick, pjuising a few days there. She was in her usual 
health, wondered much at Edinburgh, but did not seem to 
relish It excessively. I had her at the pier of Leith and 
showed her where yonv ship vanished, and she looked over 
the blue waters eastward with wettisli eyes, and asked the 
dumb waters ‘when he would be back again.* Good 
mother ! but the time of her dcgiarture came on, and she 
left us stupeGed by the magnitude of such an enterprise as 
riding over eiglity miles in the ‘Sir Walter Scott ’ without 
jiimpjDg out of the window, which I tokl her was the jiro- 
blem. Dear najl.hcr I let us thank GckI that she is stiU here 
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in the earth spared for us, and, I hope, to sec good. 1 
would not exchange her for any ten mothere I have ever 
Been. Jane (Jean) the less she left behind her, ‘ to improve 
her mind.* The creature seems to be doing very faii-ly, and 
is well and contented. My Jane, I grieve to say, is yet far 
enough from well, but I hope much from summer weather 
aud a smart pony in the south. She is not by any means 
an established valetudinarian, yet she seldom has a day of 
true hciiltli, and has not gained strength entirely since you 

left her. 

I give a few more extracts from letters written to 
his brother during the remainder of the Ckjmcly Bank 

time. 

To John Carlyle. 


Comely Bank : March 7. 

Explain to me how I may send you a matter of twenty 
pounds, or such other sum as you may require, to briug you 
home to us again. I have no want of money for all needful 
purposes at present ; and (I thunk God for it) I am able to 
earn more ; neither is there any investment for it half so 
.u)od as these in the bank of alfeetion, where perishable 
silver aud ‘mid is converted into imperishable remembrances 
of kind feehiigs. Si.euk, therefore, plainly aud speedily and 

it shall be done. ... 

I am ‘dud to find that you admire Schelling, and know 
that you*^ do not understand him. That is right, my dear 
Greathcart. Look into the deeply significant regions of 
Tr.mscendental philosophy (as all phUosophy must ho) and 
feel that there are wondei-s and mighty tnilhs hidden m 
them ; but look with your clear gi-ey Scottish ey(S and shrewd 
Scottish uudei-slundiug, aud refuse to be mystified even by 
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jonr admimtion. Meanwhile, Diligence, Trutli ; Truth, 
Diligence. These are our watchwords, whetlier we have ten 
talents or only a decimal fraction of one. 

I have not a syllable to tell yon about the liondoi: 
Univereity cxccj)t that according to all human j)robability 
the jHJOple neither now nor at any other time will have the 
least to do with me. I heard the other day from Charles 
liuller the younger. He siiys that, hearing of my pur|)Ose, 
he went to Mill (the British India Phi lister), who is one of 
the directoi-s, and spoke with him ; but found that my 
German metaphysics were an unsixuikable stone of stumbling 
to that great thinker, whereby Buller began to iHiiceive that 
my chances had diminished to the neighbourhood of zero. 
It appeal's, however, that I am become a sort of newspaper 
Literatus in Loudon on the strength of these articles (bless 
them), and that certain persons wonder what manner of man 
lam. A critic in the ‘ Courier * (apparently the woi-st in 
nature from the one sentence that I read of liim) says T am 
‘ the supreincst Gennan scholar in the British Kmpire.’ 
Das hole der Teufel / However, I am i-ather amused at the 
naivete with which Crabbe Robinson talks to me <m this 


subject. He characterises the papei-s as a splendid instance 
of literary rattimj on the jKirt of the editor, ami imputing 
the whole com|>usitiou to a JSir — Hamilton, ad\ «)caLe, siiys 
it has some eloquence, and though it cuts its own Lhrt)at (to 
speak as a figure), will do good. 


^Thc ‘ Foreign Review ’ gave me 471. f«)r my tnish on 
erner.' I have sent them u far better pajier orj (loethe’s 
‘ Helena,’* for which 1 shall not get so much. I Iia\ c cn- 
gaircd to send in a long paj)er on Goethe’s chviraeter, genenill^', 
this of * Helena ’ being a sort of introilm iion 


* MitccUanif.*, vol. i, p. lUl. 
» Ibid. p. 171. 
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How matters stand at Craigenputtock I can only guess, 
bub am going down to see. I am in no small uncertainty. 
This Edinburgh is getting more agreeable bo me, more and 
more a sorb of home ; and I can live in it, if I like to live 
perpetually unhealthy, and strive for ever against becoming 
a hack ; for that I cannot be. On the other hand, I should 
have liberty and solitude for aught I like best among the 
moors — only Jane, though like a good wife she says nothing, 
seems evidently getting more and more afi*aid of the whole 
enteqn'ise. She is not at all stout in health. But I must 
go and look at things with my own eyes, and now as ever 
there is need of mature resolve, and steadfast when mature. 


M.'irch 12. 

Jeffrey and I continue to love one another like a new 
Pyludes and Orestes. At least, such is often my feeling 
towards him. Good little Duke ! Tliere are few meu like 
thee in this world. Epicurean in creed though thou be, and 
living all thy days among Turks in grain. 

"Wilson I can gob little good of, though we are as great 
as ever. Poor Wilson ! It seems us if he shrunk from too 
close a union with anyone. Ills whole being seems hol- 
lowed out, as it were, and false and counterfeit in his own 
eyes. So he encircles himself with wild cloudy sportfulness, 
wliich to mu often seems reckless and at bottom full of shai-p 
sorrow. Oh that a man would not halt between two opinions, 
ilow can anyone love poetry and rizzered haddocks with 
whisky toildy, outwatch the Bear with Peter Robinson, and 
at the same time with William AVordsworth ? For the Uisb 
four weeks he has been very unwell, and his friends arc not 
without apprehension for him. He pmposes to visit Switzer- 
land in summer aud take l)e Quincey with liim. I called 
yesterday on De Quincey about two o’clock and found him 
invisible in bed. His landlady, a dirty, very wicked looking 
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woman, said, if he rose at all, it was usually about five o’clock. 
Unhappy little opium eater, and a quicker little fellow, or of 
meeker soul (if he had but lived in Paradise or Lubberlaiid) 
is not to be found in these parts. 

The intellectual city is at present entertaining itself 
not a little with the Apocrypha controversy, in which 
Grey the minister and Tlioinson the minister are e.x- 
hibiting the various manner of oircnce and defence, to 
the cdiliivitioD of all parties interested. Ti-anslated into 
the language of the shambles, where their spirit clearly 
enough originates, these jKimphlets of theira mean simply, 
‘ Sir, you are a d — d mscal,’ and ‘ No, sir, you arc u 
d— d rasciil.’ lla]>pily I have read next to nothing of the 
whole, and hoard us little of it as 1 possibly could. Ihit 
now some private wag has taken up the task of caricaturing 
in pictorial wise those reverend i)ersoiis ; and a crowd shoving 
and shouldering for a clear and clearer view may he soon at 
all printshop windows contomplating the distortod figures 
of their pawators depicted as bulldogs and greyhounds, as 
prciicbore and prizefighters climbing the steeple like orthodox 
men, or throttling one another like exasperated fi.shwomcii ; 
for there are siiid to be twelve caricatures in the coni'se of 
pnbliciition, aud a fresh one comes out every now and then. 
What Thomson and Grey say to it I know not. For myself 
I should only s;iy in the words of the old poem — 

M.-\y the Loni piU .in end unto all orurl wars. 

And si-nd pc^ico aud cuntontniunt unto all l/ritish tars. 


Rigor as Carlyle was to be gone from Kdinburgh, 
he confessed that in his wife’s manner he bad detected 
an unwillingness to bury herself in the moors. The 
evident weakness of her health alarmed him, and he 
could scarcely have forgotten the aversion with which 
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she had received his first suggestion of making Craig- 
onputtock their home. For himself his mind w;is 
made up • and usually when Carlyle wished anything 
he was not easily impressed with objections to it. 
In this instance, however, he was evidently hesitating. 
Craigenputtock, sixteen miles from the nearest town 
and the nearest doctor, cut off from the outer world 
through the winter months by snow and flood, in 
itself gaunt, grim, comfoi-tless, and utterly solitary, 
was not a spot exactly suited to a delicate and daintily 
nurtured woman. In the counter scide was her 
mother, living a few miles below in Nithsdale. But 
for this attraction Mrs. Carlyle would have declined 
the adventure altogether ; as it was she trembled at 
the thought of it. 

The house in Comely Bank was held only by the 
year. They were called on to determine whether they 
would take it for another twelve months or not. Be- 
fore deciding they resolved to see Craigenputtock to- 
gether once more. Little .lean was left in charge at 
l-klinbnrgh, and Carlyle and Mrs. Carlyle went down 
t o Dumfriesshire. ‘ I still remember,’ he said in the 
‘ ReTnIniscences,’ ‘two grey blusterous March days at 
Craigenputtock with the proof-sheets of Goethe’s 
“ llelena” in iny hand, and Dumfries architects chao- 
tically joined therewith.’ 

On a blusterous March day Craigenputtock could 
not look to advantage. They left it still irresolute, 
and perhaps inclining to remain among their friends. 
But the question had been settled for them in their 
absence ; on returning to Comely Bank they found 
that their landlord, not caring to wait longer till they 
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had made up their minds, had let the house to another 
tenant, and that at all events they would have to leave 
it at Whitsuntide. This ended the uncertainty. 

We found all well at Comely Bank (Carlyle wrote to his 
mother, when he came back), only the tire a little low, and 
the maid gone out seeking places, so that it was some 
s{>ace before tea could be raised. The wise young stew- 
ardess * hud sunk considembly into pccuniaiy embaiTuss- 
ments, but in all other points was well and happy, and 
had man.igcd hei'self throughout with a degree of pru- 
dence and gumption far beyond her years. Indeed both 
Jane and I were surprised at the acuteness the little crow 
bad displayed in all emergencies, atul j)erhaps still more at 
the strange growth she had made in manner and bearing 
during our absence, for she seemed to have enlarged into a 
sort of woman during that period of self-direction. The 
best of our news is that we are coining down to the Cmig 
this Whitsunday to take up our abode there. This house 
was found to have l>cen let during our absence. Since we 
bad to flit any way, whither sliould wc flit but to our own 
house on the moor ? We arc coming down then against the 
term, to neighbour yon. \Vi]] you be good noighlx)m-s or bad ? 
I cannot say, Mrs. Carlyle, !)ut I jcalousc you, I jcalousoyou. 
ITowever, we arc to try ; for Jane and I were out this very day, 
buying jiajxjr for the two rooms, which is already on its way to 
Dumfries ; and the paintcre we tnist are busy, and Alick and 
Uncle John doing groat things, tliat tlie inans'ion house may In- 
swept and .smooth by the 2nth of May, when we will visit it 
with bag and baggage, we Iioik; as a permanent home. 

I antici])atG with confidence (he wrote at tlic same time 
to his brother) a friendly and mtl.er coniforUhle amxngement 

* Juan, his siste^r. 



448 


LIFE OF THOMAS CARLYLE. 


at the Craig, in which, not in idleness, yet in peace and 
more self-selected occupations, I may find more health, and, 
what I reckon weightier, more scope to improve and worthily 
employ myself, wliich either here or there I reckon to be the 
great end of existence and the only happiness. 

So ended the life at 21 Comely Bank — the first 
married home of the Carlyles ; which began ominously, 
as a vessel rolls when first launched, threatening an 
overturn, and closed with improved health and spirits 
on Carlyle’s part, and prospects which, if not brilliant, 
were encouraging and improving. He had been fairly 
introduced into the higher walks of his profession, 
and was noticed and talked about. Besides the two 
articles on Jean Paul and on German literature, he 
had written the paper on Werner, the essay on Goethe’s 
‘ Helena,* and the more elaborate and remarkable essay 
on Goethe himself which now stand among the ‘ Mis- 
cellanies.’ ^ Goethe personally remained kind and 
attentive. He had studied Carlyle’s intellectual tem- 
perament, and had used an expression about him in 
the St. Andrews testimonial which showed how clear 
an insight he had gained into the character of it. 
Carlyle was resting, he said, on an original fouTidationt 
and was so happily constituted that he could develop 
out of himself the requirements of what was good and 
beautiful * — out of himself, not out of contact with 
others. The work could be done, therefore, as well, 

‘Vol. i. p. 233. 

** Wodurch an den Tag golegt wird, dass er auf einom originalcn 
Grnnd beruhei und die Etfordernisso des Guten und Schdnen aus sich 
fiolbst zn entwickolu diis Vcrguugen babe/ 2iul Edition . — Testis 

moniai given in full by Norton, p« 71« 
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or perhaps better, in solitude. Along with the testi- 
monial had come a fresh set of presents, with more 

% 

cards and verses and books, and with a remembrance 
of himself which Carlyle was to deliver to Sir Walter 
Scott. It was a proud tribute, and proud he was to 
report of it to Scotsbrig. 

I must toll -you (he wrote) of the arrival of Goethe’s box, 
with such a cjitalogue of rarities as would lustonish you. 
There was a bracelet and gold breast-pin (with the poet’s 
bust on a ground of steel), besides two gilt books for Jane, 
and for the husband I know not how many verses and cards 
and beautiful volumes, the whole Avrapped in about half a 
quire of German newspa])ors. Sir Walter Scott’s medals arc 
not yet delivered, the baronet being at present in London ; 
but I have written to him announcing what lies here for his 
acceptance, an<l in some week or two I cannot but ex|)cct 
that I shall speak with the great man and, having delivered 
my commission, wish him good morning. To Goethe I have- 
already written to thank him for such kindness. 

This was the last of Comely Bank. A few days later 
the Carlyles were gone to the Dumfriesshire rnoorlaml 
where for seven years was now to be their dwelling- 
place. Carlyle never spoke to Scott, as he hoped to tlo; 
nor did Sir Walter even acknowledge his letter. It 
seems that the medals and the letter t(» Si'ott from 
(loethe were entrusted to Wil.son, by whom, or bv 
.TtdTrey, tlioy were tlelivercfl to Scott on the arrival of 
the latter soon after in IvUnburgh. Carlyle’s letter, of 
which Wilson had also taken charge, was ptuhaps for- 
gotten by him. 
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